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CHAPTER  I. 

rilE  PICNIC  ox  THE  SANDS — THE  MIDSHIPMAN — HABRt  MERBI- 
WEATHER  AND  DAVID  MORETON  CAUGHT  BY  THE  TIDE  — 
THE  ALARM. 

EW  parts  of  the  shores  of  old  England  pre- 
sent more  beautiful  aud  romantic  scenery 
than  is  to  be  found  on  the  coast  of  Corn- 
wall. There  are  deep  bays,  and  bold  headlands,  aud 
wild  rocks,  and  lofty  cliffs,  and  wooded  heights,  and 
bare  downs,  and  yellow  sands  full  of  the  most  minute 
and  delicate  shells,  so  delicate  that  it  is  surprising 
how  they  coidd  have  existed  in  the  rough  and  bois- 
terous ocean,  and  been  cast  up  whole  from  the  depths 
below.  In  one  of  those  beautiful  bays,  many  years 
ago,  a  large  party  was  collected,  on  a  bright  afternoon 
in  the  early  part  of  autumn.  Among  the  party  were 
persons  of  all  ages,  but  most  of  them  were  young, 
and  all  were  apparently  very  busy.  Some  were  en- 
gaged in  tending  a  fire  over  which  a  pot  was  boiling 
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and  others  were  collecting  drift-wood  thrown  up 
close  under  the  cliff,  with  which  to  feed  it.  Two  or 
three  young  ladies,  under  the  superintendence  of  a 
venerable  matron,  were  spreading  a  tablecloth,  though 
the  sand  looked  so  smooth  and  clear  that  it  did  not 
seem  as  if  the  most  dainty  of  people  could  have  re- 
quired one.  Several  were  very  eager  in  unpacking 
sundry  hampers  and  baskets,  and  in  carrying  the 
dishes  and  plates,  and  bottles  of  wine,  and  the 
numerous  other  articles  which  they  contained,  to  the 
tablecloth.  Two  young  ladies  had  volunteered  to  go 
with  a  couple  of  pails  to  fetch  water  from  a  spring 
which  gushed  out  of  the  cliff,  cool  and  fresh,  at  some 
distance  off,  and  two  young  gentlemen  had  offered  to 
go  and  assist  them,  which  was  very  kind  in  the 
young  gentlemen,  as  they  certainly  before  had  not 
thought  of  troubling  themselves  about  the  matter. 
To  be  sure  the  young  ladies  were  very  pretty  and 
very  agreeable,  and  it  is  possible  that  their  com- 
panions might  not  have  considered  the  trouble  over- 
excessive.  The  youngest  members  of  the  party  were 
as  busy  as  the  rest,  close  down  to  the  water  collect- 
ing the  beautiful  shells  which  have  been  mentioned. 
The  shells  were  far  too  small  to  be  picked  up  singly, 
and  they  therefore  came  provided  with  sheets  of 
thick  letter-paper,  into  which  they  swept  them  from 
off  the  sand  where  they  had  been  left  by  the  previous 
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high  tide.  A  loud  shout  from  an  hilarious  old  gen- 
tleman, who  had  constituted  himself  director  of  the 
entertainment,  and  who  claimed  consequently  the 
right  of  maldng  more  noise  than  anybody  else,  or 
indeed  than  all  the  rest  put  together,  now  summoned 
them  up  to  the  tablecloth,  to  which  at  the  sound, 
with  no  lingering  steps,  they  came,  exhibiting  their 
treasures  on  their  arrival  to  their  older  friends.  The 
party  forthwith  began  to  seat  themselves  round  the 
ample  tablecloth,  but  they  took  up  a  good  deal  more 
room  than  had  it  been  spread  on  a  table.  The  variety 
of  attitudes  they  assumed  was  amusing.  The  more 
elderly  ladies  sat  very  upright,  with  their  plates  on 
their  laps ;  the  younger  ones  who  had  gone  for  the 
water,  and  their  friends  of  the  same  age,  managed  to 
assume  more  graceful  attitudes ;  while  the  younf» 
men  who  had  been  to  school  and  college,  and  had 
read  how  the  Eomans  took  their  meals,  stretched 
themselves  out  at  the  feet  of  the  former,  leaninof  on 
their  elbows,  and  occasionally,  when  not  actually 
engaged  in  conveying  ham  and  chicken  or  pie  to 
their  mouths,  giving  glances  at  the  bright  and  laugh- 
ing eyes  above  them.  The  liilarious  old  gentleman 
tried  kneeling,  that  he  might  carve  a  round  of  beef 
placed  before  him,  but  soonfound  that  attitude  any- 
thing but  pleasant  to  his  feelings  ;  then  he  sat  with 
one  side  to  the  cloth,  then  with  the  other.     At  last 
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lie  scraped  a  trencb.  in  the  sand  sufficient  to  admit 
his  outstretched  legs,  and,  placing  the  beef  before 
him,  carved  vigorously  away  till  all  claimants  were 
supplied.  The  younger  boys  and  girls,  tucking  their 
legs  under  them  like  Turks,  speedily  bestowed  their 
undivided  attention  to  the  task  of  stowing  away  the 
good  things  spread  out  before  their  eyes.  "  This  is 
jolly,  don't  you  think  so,  Llary  ?"  exclaimed  a  fine 
boy  of  about  fourteen  to  a  pretty  little  girl  who  sat 
next  to  him ;  "  there  is  only  one  thing  wanting  to 
make  it  perfect — Harry  ]\Ierryweather  ought  to  be 
here.  He  wrote  word  that  he  expected  to  be  with 
us  this  morning,  and  I  told  him  where  the  picnic 
was  to  talce  place,  that  should  he  be  too  late  to  get 
home,  he  might  come  here  direct.  Oh,  he  is  such 
a  capital  fellow,  and  now  that  he  is  in  the  navy,  and 
has  actually  been  in  a  battle,  he  will  have  so  much 
to  tell  us  about."  Mary  Eymer  fully  agreed  with 
David  Moreton,  for  Harry  was  a  favourite  with 
every  one  who  knew  him.  Although  Harry  Merry- 
weather  had  not  arrived  for  the  picnic,  his  friends 
appeared  to  be  enjoying  themselves  very  much, 
judgiug  by  the  smiles  and  giggling  and  the  chatter- 
ing, and  the  occasional  shouts  of  laughter  which 
arose  when  old  Mr,  Tom  Sowton,  and  florid,  fat 
Mr.  Billy  Burnaby,  uttered  some  of  their  jokes.  Not 
that  they  were  the  only  people  who  uttered  good 
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things,  but  they  were  professed  jokers,  and  seemed 
to  consider  it  their  duty  to  make  people  merry ;  ]\Ir. 
Burnaby,  indeed,  if  he  coidd  not  make  people  laugh 
at  what  he  said,  made  them  laugh  at  what  he  did. 

The  party  had  come  from  various  quarters  in  the 
neighbourhood,  some  from  a  distance  inland,  m  car- 
riages, and  two  or  three  families  who  lived  on  or 
near  the  coast,  in  two  pretty  yachts,  which  lay  at 
anchor  in  the  bay.  One  of  them  belonged  to  Mr. 
jMoreton,  David's  father,  and  the  other  to  Captain 
Rymer,  with  whose  family  David  was  as  much  at 
home  as  with  his  own ;  and  he  and  his  sisters  looked 
upon  ^lary,  Captain  Eymer's  daughter,  quite  in  the 
light  of  a  sister.  She  was,  indeed,  a  very  charming 
little  girl,  well  worthy  of  their  affections.  The  first 
course  of  the  picnic  was  concluded — that  is  to  say, 
the  chickens,  and  hams,  and  pies,  and  cold  beef,  and 
tongues,  and  a  few  other  substantials  were  pushed 
back ;  the  potatoes,  which  had  been  boiled  in  salt 
water,  having  been  pronounced  excellent.  The  tarts 
and  cakes  and  fruit,  peaches  and  figs  and  grapes, 
were  brought  to  the  front,  and  underwent  the  admira- 
tion they  deserved,  when  suddenly  David  Moreton, 
looking  up,  raised  a  loud  shout,  and,  jumping  to  his 
feet,  clapped  his  hands  and  waved  them  vehemently. 
The  shout  was  echoed  in  different  keys  by  many 
others,  and  all  turning  their  eyes  in  the  direction 
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David  was  pointing,  they  saw,  on  the  top  of  the  cliff, 
a  boy,  on  whose  jacket  and  cap  the  glitter  of  a  little 
gold  lace  and  his  snow-white  trousers  proclaimed 
hini  to  be  that  hero  in  embryo,  a  midshipman. 
Having  looked  about  him  for  a  few  seconds,  he 
began  to  descend  the  cliff  at  so  seemingly  breakneck 
a  speed,  that  several  of  the  ladies  shrieked  out  to  him 
to  take  care,  and  Mary  Eymer  turned  somewhat 
pale  and  stood  looking  anxiously  as  the  young 
sailor  dropped  from  one  point  of  rock  to  another,  or 
slid  down  a  steep  incline,  or  swung  himself  by  the 
branches  of  shrubs  or  tufts  of  grass  to  the  ledge 
below  him,  and  ran  along  it  as  if  it  had  been  a 
broad  highway,  though  a  false  step  might  have 
proved  his  destruction.  Once  he  stopped.  To  go 
back  was  impossible,  and  to  attempt  to  descend 
seemed  almost  certain  destruction.  Mr.  Sowton  and 
Billy  Burnaby  jumped  up,  almost  dragging  away  the 
tablecloth,  upsetting  tarts,  and  fruit-dishes,  and 
bottles  of  wine,  and  all  the  other  things,  when  Harry 
gave  a  tremendous  spring  to  a  ledge  which  his  sharp 
eye  had  detected,  and  was  in  a  few  seconds  after- 
wards standing  safe  on  the  sands  and  shaking  hands 
warmly  with  everybody  present.  When  he  came  to 
]\Ir.  Tom  Sowton  and  Billy  Burnaby,  it  might  havo 
been  supposed  from  the  way  in  which  they  wrung 
each  other's  hands,  that  there  was  a  wager  pending  as 


THE  MIDSHIPMAN. 


to  which  should  first  twist  ofif  his  friend's  fist.  "  Fortu- 
nately, wehaven't  eaten  up  all  the  good  things,  Harry," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Sowton,  dragging  the  midshipman, 
nothing  loth,  to  the  well-spread  cloth.  "  Now  open 
your  mouth,  and  Buruaby  and  I  will  try  and  feed 
you.  "What  will  you  have  first, — beef,  or  pudding,  or 
a  peach,  or  a  tongue,  or  a  cold  chicken  ?  Oh  dear 
me,  there  is  but  a  drumstick  and  a  merrythought 
left.  Which  will  you  have  ?  No !  I  see  I  am  wrong 
again,  the  drumstick  is  in  the  dish,  and  the  merry- 
thought is  in  my  head,  with  numerous  companions. 
Does  anybody  wish  to  know  what  they  are  ?  I'll  till 
my  naval  friend's  plate  first  with  cold  beef  and  mus- 
tard, and  then  inform  you."  Thus  the  old  gentle- 
man ran  on.  He  kept  his  word  with  regard  to 
Harry,  who  very  soon  by  diligent  application  caught 
up  the  rest  of  the  party,  and  was  able  to  commence 
on  the  tarts  and  peaclies.  All  the  gentlemen  asked 
him  to  take  wine,  and  the  ladies  were  eager  to  hear 
his  adventures.  He  briefly  recounted  them  in  an 
animated  manner,  for  as  he  had  been  little  more 
than  a  year  at  sea,  everything  he  had  seen  and  done 
had  the  freshness  of  novelty.  He  belonged  to  the 
gallant  Arcthusa  frigate,  which  had  put  into  Ply- 
mouth from  a  successful  cruise  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay, 
where,  after  capturing  several  minor  prizes  of  con- 
siderable value,  she  had  taken  an  enemy's  frigate  of 
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equal  foTce,  He  had  consequently  got  leave  for  a 
few  days  to  come  home  and  see  his  widowed  mother. 
He  was  her  only  son;  her  husband  had  been  an  officer 
in  the  army,  and  was  killed  in  battle  ;  her  daughter 
Jane  could  never  be  induced  to  leave  her,  but  they 
had  promised  to  send  Harry  on  to  the  picnic  after 
he  had  indulged  them  witli  a  little  of  his  society. 
He  had  come  by  a  chance  conveyance,  knowing  that 
he  should  be  able  to  return  with  some  of  his  friends. 
In  those  days  it  was  the  custom  to  sit  long  after 
dinner,  and  even  at  a  picnic  people  consumed  a 
considerable  amount  of  time  round  the  cloth.  At 
length,  however,  they  got  up  and  broke  into  separate 
parties.  Some  went  in  one  direction,  some  in  another. 
The  elders  were  more  inclined  to  sit  still,  or  went 
only  a  little  way  up  the  cliff;  but  several  of  the 
grown-up  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  climbed  up  by 
somewhat  steep  paths  to  the  downs  above.  The 
younger  ones,  the  tide  being  low,  very  naturally  pre- 
ferred scrambling  out  on  the  rocks  in  search  of  sea- 
anemones,  and  other  marine  curiosities.  There  were 
numerous  projecting  rocks  forming  small  bays  in  the 
large  bay,  and  thus  completely  hiding  the  different 
parties  from  each  other.  No  two  boys  could  have 
had  a  more  sincere  regard  for  each  other  than  had 
David  INIoreton  and  Harry  IVIerryweather.  David 
was  longing  to  go  to  sea  with  Harry,  but  his  father 
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was  greatly  averse  to  his  going.     He  was  the  eldest 
son,  and  heir  to  a  large  property.     As  the  boys  had 
been  separated  for  so  long  a  time  (long  in  their 
lives),  they  had  a  great  deal  to  say  to  each  other. 
Tliey  consequently  strolled   away,  forgetting   what 
^lary  Rymer  or  the  rest  of  their  fair  companions 
might  have  thought  of  their  gallantry,  in  and  out 
along  the  sands,  round  the  points  and  over  the  rocks, 
till  they  had  got  to  a  considerable  distance  from  the'' 
place  where  the  picnic  had  been  held.     A  dry  rock, 
high  above  the  water,  which  they  coidd  reach  by 
going  along  a  ledge  connecting  it  with  the  mainland, 
tempted  them  to  scramble  out  to  it.     There  they 
chose  a  nice  cosy,  dry  nook,  where,  sitting  down,  the 
water  immediately  around  them  was   hidden  from 
their  sight.    This  circumstance  must  be  remembered. 
It  was  very  delightful.     They  had  not  yet  said  one- 
half  of  what  they  had  got  to  say  to  each  other,  so 
they  sat  on  talking  eagerly,  looking  out   seaward 
and  watching  the  white  sails  which  glided  by  coming 
up  channel  in  the  distant  horizon.     David  was  so 
delighted  with  the  accounts  Harry  gave  him,  that  he 
resolved  to  make  a  further  attempt  to  induce  his 
father  to  allow  him  to  go  to  sea.     It  must  be  owned 
that  Harry,  full  of  life  and  happiness  himself,  had 
pictured  only  the  bright  side  of  everything.     He  had 
described  the  courage   and    determination    to  win. 
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with  which  he  and  his  shipmates  had  gone  into 
action,  and  the  enthusiasm  and  delight  they  had  felt 
on  gaining  the  victory  and  capturing  the  prize ;  but 
he  forgot  to  speak  of  the  death  of  some  cut  down  in 
their  prime,  and  the  wounds  and  sufferings  of  others, 
many  maimed  and  crippled  for  life.  Thus  they 
talked  on  without  marking  how  the  time  went  by. 
Harry's  watch,  which  he  had  locked  up  carefully 
before  going  into  action,  had  been  destroyed  by  a 
shot  which  had  knocked  the  desk  and  everything  in 
it  to  pieces ;  and  David  had  forgotten  to  wind  his 
up.  Suddenly  it  occurred  to  them  that  the  sun  was 
getting  very  Ioav,  and  that  it  was  high  time  for  them 
to  return.  They  jumped  up  to  sci'amble  back  over 
the  rock,  but  no  sooner  had  they  done  so  than  Harry 
cried  out,  "  We  are  caught ! "  and  David  exclaimed, 
"  The  tide  has  risen  tremendously,  how  shall  we  get 
to  the  shore  ?"  "  Swim  there,"  answered  Harry  ;  "I 
see  no  other  way.  If  we  were  to  shout  ever  so  loud 
we  should  not  be  heard,  and  I  do  not  suppose  any 
one  knows  where  we  are."  By  this  time  they  had 
got  to  the  inner  end  of  the  rock,  where  they  found 
tliat  the  distance  between  them  and  the  shore  was 
not  only  considerable,  but  tliat  a  strong  current 
swept  round  the  rock,  and  that  though  before  the 
sea  had  been  calm,  it  had  got  up  somewhat,  and 
caused  a  surf  to  break  on  the  shore.    What  was  to 
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be  done?  David  was  a  first-rate  swimmer,  and 
would  not  have  had  much  difficulty  by  himself  in 
stemming  the  current,  and  landing  through  the  surf; 
but  Harry,  though  a  saOor,  had  not  learned  that  art 
before  he  went  to  sea,  and  could  smm  very  little. 
It  is  extraordinary  how  many  sailors  in  those  days 
coidd  not  swim,  and  lost  their  lives  in  consequence. 
They  stood  looking  at  the  foaming,  swirling  waters, 
not  knowing  what  to  do.  "  I  would  try  it,"  said 
Hariy  at  length,  "  but  I  am  afraid  if  I  were  to  give 
in  that  I  should  drown  you  as  well  as  myself."  "  I 
think  that  I  might  support  you,  and  we  should  drift 
in  somewhere  a  little  further  down,  perhaps,"  said 
David.  "  Much  more  likely  that  we  should  be  swept 
out  to  sea,"  answered  Hariy.  "  No,  no,  David,  that 
will  never  do.  You  can  swim  on  shore  before  the 
surf  gets  heavier,  and  your  father  or  Captain  Eymer 
will  send  a  boat  for  me  very  soon."  "  But  these  are 
spring  tides,  and  if  the  sea  gets  up  at  all,  it  will 
soon  ^^ash  right  over  this  rock,"  said  David.  "  The 
more  reason  for  you  to  hurry  to  get  a  boat  from  the 
yachts,"  observed  the  midshipman.  While  they 
were  speaking,  they  observed  the  two  yachts,  which 
had  hitherto  been  hid  by  a  point  of  land,  standing 
out  to  sea.  They  had  come  from  the  east  with  a  fine 
northerly  smooth  water  breeze,  but  the  wind  had 
drawn  off  shore  to  the  east,  and  as  the  tide  was  at 


r2  ADRIFT  IN  A  BOAT. 

flood  nmiiing  up  channel,  the  vessels  lificl  stood  off 
shore  to  get  the  full  strength  of  it.  This  the  boys 
at  once  understood,  but  how  they  should  have  gone- 
off  without  them  was  the  puzzle.  INIatters  were 
growing  serious.  Even  should  David  reach  the 
shore,  he  might  not  find  a  boat,  and  it  was  a  long 
way  he  feared  from  any  house  where  he  could  get 
help,  so  that  Harry  might  be  lost  before  he  could  get 
back.  They  retraced  their  steps  to  the  highest  part 
of  the  rock,  and  waved  and  shouted,  even  though 
they  knew  that  their  voices  could  not  be  heard,  but 
the  yachts  stood  on  at  some  distance  from  each 
other ;  it  should  be  remarked.  Captain  Eymer's  lead- 
ing. It  was  evident  that  they  were  not  seen.  'The 
hot  tide  came  rushing  in,  rising  higher  and  higher. 
Both  the  boys  became  very  anxious,  David  more 
on  his  friend's  account  than  his  own.  So  many 
persons  have  lost  their  lives  much  in  the  same  way, 
tliat  it  seemed  probable  the  two  boys  would  lose 
theirs. 

We  must  now  go  back  to  tlie  picnic  party.  Wx. 
Sowton  and  Mr.  Burnaby,  and  a  few  of  the  other 
more  elderly  ladies  and  gentlemen,  began  at  length 
to  think  it  time  to  return  home.  The  hampers  were 
repacked  and  carried,  some  up  the  cliffs  by  the  ser- 
vants, and  others  on  board  the  yachts ;  and  Mr. 
Sowton  and  Lilly  Burnaby  acting,  as  they  said,  as 
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w'hippers-in,  began  shouting  and  screecliing  at  the 
top  of  their  voices.  Captain  Eymer  and  ]Mr.  Moreton 
had  gone  on  board  their  vessels  to  get  ready,  and 
thus  there  was  no  one  actually  in  command.  The 
boats  to  take  off  the  party  were  rather  small,  and 
several  trips  had  to  be  made.  In  the  meantime, 
those  who  were  returning  home  by  land  climbed  up 
the  steep  path  to  the  top  of  the  cliff,  where  their 
carriages  were  waiting  for  them.  "Wlien  they  were 
fau'ly  off,  each  party  inquired  what  had  become  of 
Harry  and  David.  Captain  Eymer's  yacht,  the 
^/•/wt',  was  off  the  first,  for  the  Psydie,  Mr.  ]Moreton's, 
fouled  her  anchor,  and  it  was  some  time  before  it 
corild  be  got  up.  jSIr.  Moreton  thought  that  his  son, 
and  the  young  midshipman  had,  attracted  by  sweet 
!Mary  Eymer,  gone  on  board  the  Arrow ;  while  Mary, 
who,  it  must  be  owned,  was  rather  sorry  not  to  see 
them,  took  it  for  granted  that  Harry  was  returning, 
as  he  had  come,  by  land,  and  that  David  had  gone 
with  him.  The  yachts  had  a  long  beat  back.  As 
they  got  away  from  the  land,  the  wind  increased 
very  much,  and  came  in  strong  sharp  cold  gusts 
which  made  it  necessary  first  to  take  in  the  gaft- 
topsails,  and  then  one  reef  and  then  another  in  the 
mainsails.  As  the  wind  increased  the  sea  got  up, 
and  the  little  vessels,  more  suited  to  fine  Aveather 
than  foul,  had  hard  work  to  look  up  to  the  rising 
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gale.  Still  there  was  no  help  for  it.  The  tide  helped 
them  along,  but  by  its  meeting  the  wind  much  more 
sea  was  knocked  up  than  if  both  had  been  going 
the  same  way.  Had  such  been  the  case,  the  vessels 
could  not  have  made  good  their  passage.  Darkness 
coming  on  made  matters  worse :  poor  old  Mr,  Sowton 
became  wonderfully  silent,  and  Mr.  Burnaby,  who 
was  sitting  on  the  deck  of  the  cabin,  holding  on  by 
the  leg  of  the  table,  looked  the  very  picture  of  woe. 
Mary  Eymer,  who  was  well  accustomed  to  yachting, 
and  a  few  others,  kept  up  their  spirits,  though  all 
hailed  with  no  little  satisfaction  the  lights  which 
showed  the  entrance  to  Pencliffe  harbour,  into  which 
they  were  bound.  Mr.  Moreton's  party  had  been  at 
home  some  time,  and  most  of  the  family  had  retired 
to  their  rooms,  when  they  began  to  wonder  why 
David  had  not  appeared.  "  He  is  probably  still  at 
the  Eymers',  or  has  accompanied  Harry  to  Mrs. 
Merryweather's,"  said  Mrs.  Moreton  to  her  husband  ; 
still,  as  night  drew  on,  she  became  somewhat 
anxious.  Her  anxiety  increased  when  a  servant 
came  with  a  message  from  Mrs.  Merryweather  to 
inquire  why  Mr,  Harry  did  not  come  home.  Mr. 
Moreton  himself  now  became  even  more  anxious 
than  his  wife.  Neither  his  daughters,  nor  some 
friends  staying  with  them,  remembered  seeing  either 
Harry  or  David  ibr  some  time  before  they  embarked. 
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Mr.  Moreton,  putting  on  a  thick  coat,  for  it  was  now 
blowing  very  hard,  went  off  to  Captain  Eyraer's 
house,  which  was  close  down  to  the  bay,  accom- 
panied by  Mrs.  !Merryweather's  servant,  and  greatly 
alarmed  the  family  by  asking  for  his  son  and  Harry. 
"Why  did  they  not  come  back  with  you?"  asked 
the  captain.  "  No,  we  thought  they  were  on  board 
the  Arrmv"  answered  Mr.  Moreton.  " They  may 
have  gone  with  the  Trevanians,  but  I  do  not  think 
that  Harry  would  have  failed  to  come  back  to  his 
mother.  I  will  go  back  and  see  her.  They  must 
have  set  off  by  land,  and  there  may  have  been  an 
upset  or  a  break-down.  It  will  be  all  right  to- 
morrow." The  morrow,  however,  came,  but  the  boys 
did  not  appear.  Mr.  Moreton  therefore  rode  over 
early  to  the  Trevanians,  but  they  knew  nothing  of 
the  boys.  He  now  became  seriously  alarmed.  As 
it  was  blowing  too  hard  to  go  by  sea,  he  sent  a 
messenger  to  say  that  he  should  not  be  home  for 
some  hours,  and  continued  on  to  the  bay  where  the 
picnic  had  been  held.  Then  he  made  inquiries  at 
the  nearest  cottages,  but  no  one  had  seen  his  son  or 
Harry  Merryw'eather.  He  went  from  cottage  to 
cottage  in  vain,  making  inquiries.  At  last  a  fisher- 
man suggested  that  the  beach  should  be  searched. 
Mr.  ^Moreton  at  once  set  out  with  a  party  quickly 
assembled  to  perform  the  anxious  task,  dreading  to 
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find  the  mangled  body  of  his  son  and  his  brave 
young  friend.  No  signs  of  them  could  be  found. 
Still  his  anxiety  was  in  no  respect  lessened.  He 
stopped  on  his  way  back  at  one  cottage  which  he 
had  not  before  visited.  He  found  the  inmate,  an 
old  woman,  in  deep  affliction.  Her  husband,  old 
Jonathan  Jefferies,  a  fisherman,  when  out  on  his 
calling,  had  perished  during  the  gale  in  the  night. 
He  could  sympathize  with  her,  and  as  far  as  money 
help  was  concerned,  he  promised  all  in  his  power. 
With  an  almost  broken  heart  he  returned  home  to 
give  the  sad  news  to  his  wife  and  family.  Poor  Mrs. 
Merryweather,  she  was  even  still  more  to  be  pitied. 
To  have  her  son  restored  to  her,,  and  then  to  find 
him  snatched  away  again  so  suddenly,  perhaps  for 
ever  ! 

Day  after  day  passed  by,  and  no  news  came  of 
the  much-loved  missing  ones. 


^d^^^^ 
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CHAPTER   II. 

ON     TUE     KOCKS — A    BRAVE    LAD  — SAVED— TRISTEAM's    FATE — 
STILI,  IN   A  BOAT. 

lAVID,  you  must  try  to  swim  on  shore,  and 
save  yourself,"  exclaimed  Harry  Merry- 
weather,  looking  at  the  foaming  seas, 
which  now  began,  with  a  deafening  noise,  to  dash 
furiously  round  the  rock  on  which  he  and  his  friend 
stood.  "  If  you  don't  go  soon,  you  will  not  be  able 
to  get  there  at  all.  Leave  me,  I  beg  you.  There  is 
no  reason  why  both  should  be  lost."  "  Ko  indeed, 
that  I  will  not,"  answered  David,  stoutly.  "  If  I 
thought  that  I  could  get  help  by  trying  to  swim  on 
shore  I  woidd  go,  but  I  do  not  think  there  is  a  place 
near  where  I  could  find  a  boat."  Harry  did  not 
speak  for  a  minute  or  two.  At  last  he  put  his  hand 
on  David's  shoulder,  and  said,  "  I  ask  you  again  to 
swim  on  shore  by  yourself.  I  will  pray  for  you  as 
you  are  swimming,  and  you  shall  pray  for  me  when 
you  reach  the  beach.     My  dear  mother  taught  me  to 
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pray  when  I  was  a  child,  and  she  has  ever  shown 
to  me  that  God  hears  all  faithful  prayers,  and  in 
His  good  time  grants  them ;  so  that  I  have  always 
prayed  since  I  went  to  sea,  both  when  I  was  turn- 
ing into  my  hammock,  and  when  I  was  turning  out ; 
and  I  knew  that  my  mother  was  praying  for  me 
too,  for  she  is  always  praying  for  me  ;  and  I  know 
that  God  hears  those  prayers,  so  you  see  that  makes 
me  very  brave.  I  am  sure  that  I  can  trust  Him." 
"I  am  so  glad  to  hear  you  say  that,"  answered 
David.  "  My  father  was  teaching  us  just  the  same 
thing  after  reading  the  Bible  at  prayers  the  other 
night.  It's  true — it's  true,  I  know."  "  Then  trust  to 
Him,  and  do  as  I  ask  you,"  said  Harry,  earnestly. 
"  Take  off  your  jacket  and  shoes  at  all  events — you 
will  be  back  in  time  to  save  them  and  me  also." 
"  I  don't  like  leaving  you  at  all,  but  I  will  do  as  you 
wish,"  exclaimed  David,  after  a  moment's  further 
thought,  taking  off  his  jacket.  As  he  did  so  he 
turned  his  head  round  seaward.  "  Hillo ! — why,  there 
is  a  boat,"  he  exclaimed.  "  She  is  under  sail,  stand- 
ing this  way."  The  boys  together  sprang  back  to 
the  highest  part  of  the  rock,  and  David  still  holding 
his  jacket  waved  it  vehemently.  It  was  a  small 
fishing-boat,  beating  up  from  the  westward.  She 
was  then  standing  in  for  the  land,  and  Harry,  whose 
nautical  knowledge  was  not  as  yet  by-the-bye  very 
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great,  was  doubtful  where  she  would  go  about  again 
before  she  ^ot  near  euouirh  for  those  on  board  to 
see  them.  All  they  could  do  was  to  wave  and  wave, 
and  to  shout — though  their  shouting,  shrill  as  it 
was,  would  have  been  of  no  use.  David,  who  really 
kuew  more  about  boat-sailing  than  his  naval  friend, 
expressed  his  opinion  that  she  was  beating  up  for 
the  little  boat-harboiu"  of  Penraore,  about  two  miles 
to  the  eastward.  How  anxiously  they  watched  her, 
as  the  tide  sweeping  her  along  she  drew  nearer  and 
nearer  !  The  wind,  having — as  the  expression  is — 
backed  into  the  south-east,  enabled  her  to  lay  up 
well  along  shore,  or  their  hope  of  being  seen  would 
have  been  small  indeed.  For  some  minutes  longer 
she  stood  on  almost  directly  for  them ;  then  at 
length  she  went  about — ^high  time,  too,  for  she  was 
getting  near  the  breakers.  Now  was  the  moment 
for  them  to  shout  and  wave,  for  if  tJiey  were  now 
neither  seen  nor  heard  they  must  abandon  their 
hope  of  help  from  her,  as  by  tlie  next  tack  she  would 
be  a  long  way  to  the  eastward.  How  eagerly  they 
watched  her !  Again  and  again  they  waved  and 
shouted. 

"Yes,  see — she  is  about,"  cried  Harry,  joyfully. 
He  was  right — the  boat  was  evidently  standing  to- 
wards them.  Harry,  forgetting  all  past  dangers, 
shouted  and  danced  for  joy.     Life  was  very  sweet 
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to  him.  He  thought  nothing  of  the  ordinary  risk 
t)f  losing  it  which  he  was  every  day  running — 
but  this  was  out  of  the  way,  and  he  had  almost  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  should  not  escape.  There  were 
two  people  in  the  boat — an  old  man  and  a  boy.  The 
sail  was  lowered,  and  getting  out  their  oars  they  ap- 
j)roached  the  rock  cautiously.  It  would  have  been 
excessively  dangerous  to  get  close,  as  a  heavier 
sea  than  usual  might  have  driven  the  boat  against 
the  rock  and  dashed  her  to  pieces.  This  Hariy 
and  David  saw.  The  old  man  stood  up  in  the  boat, 
and  beckoned  to  them.  He  was  shouting  also,  but 
the  thundering  noise  of  the  sea  against  the  rock 
prevented  them  from  hearing  him.  "  He  wants  us 
to  swim  out  to  the  boat,"  said  David.  "  I  am  sure 
that  I  could  do  it,  and  I  will  bring  in  a  rope  for 
you."  "  Oh,  I  do  not  think  that  you  could,"  an- 
swered Harry.  "  The  sea  rolls  in  so  heavily  that 
you  would  be  driven  back.  They  might  let  the  end 
of  a  rope,  made  fast  to  a  cork  or  a  float  of  some  sort, 
drift  in,  and  haul  us  off."  The  plan  was  clearly  a 
good  one,  and  they  made  signals  to  the  old  man  to 
carry  it  out ;  but  either  he  did  not  understand  them, 
or  had  not  rope  long  enough.  "  I  must  go,"  cried 
David,  throwing  off  his  coat  and  shoes.  "  Pray  for 
me,  remember."  He  had  been  watching  his  oppor- 
tunity :  a  heavy  sea  had  just  passed,  and,  before 
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Harry  could  even  say  another  word,  slipping  down 
to  the  edge  of  the  rock,  he  glided  in,  giving  himself 
all  the  impetus  he  could  with  his  feet,  and  almost 
the  next  instant  was  breasting  a  sea  at  some  distance 
from  the  rock.  Harry  watched  him  anxiously,  not 
forgetting  to  pray.  Now  he  seemed  almost  driven 
back,  and  now  a  foam-crested  sea  rolling  in  looked 
as  if  it  would  inevitably  overwhelm  him.  Alas  !  yes 
— he  disappeared.  "  He  is  lost — he  is  lost ! "  cried 
Harry.  But  no.  Directly  after  he  was  again  seen 
on  the  surface,  working  his  way  up  another  advancing 
sea. 

Harry  was  now  guided  chiefly  by  the  gesticu- 
lations of  the  people  in  the  boat, — that  is  to  say,  by 
the  way  the  old  man  waved  a  hand,  or  looked  out, 
for  they  had  to  keep  their  oars  moving  with  all  their 
might  and  main  to  avoid  being  driven  dangerously 
near  the  rock.  At  length  Harry,  with  thankfulness, 
saw  David  close  to  the  boat ;  but  she  seemed  to  be 
going  from  him — then  the  old  man  stood  up — 
stretched  out  his  arm,  and  David,  well-nigh  ex- 
hausted, was  dragged  into  the  boat.  Harry  saw  that 
he  was  talking  to  the  old  man.  "  What  will  he  do  ? 
(  hope  that  he  will  not  attempt  to  swim  back  to  the 
rock,"  thought  Harry ;  yet  he  felt  very  sure  that  he 
should  never  reach  the  boat  by  himself.  As  the  boat 
rose  on  the  top  of  a  wave,  Harry  saw  that  David  was 
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employed  in  fastening  several  ropes  together.  The 
task  which  the  old  man  and  the  boy  could  not  per- 
form, as  they  were  obliged  to  continue  rowing,  he 
was  able  to  do.  Harry"  saw  him  very  busy  in  the 
bottom  of  the  boat,  and  now  he  lifted  a  water-cask 
into  the  sea,  and  veered  away  the  rope  over  the 
stern.  For  some  time  Harry  did  not  regain  sight  of 
the  cask ;  at  last  he  saw  it  on  the  top  of  a  sea,  but 
still  a  long  way  from  the  rock.  He  watched  it 
anxiously ;  but  still  he  doubted  whether  he  should 
be  able  to  get  hold  of  it.  It  might,  even  if  it  reached 
the  rock,  be  dashed  to  pieces.  He  got  down  as  close 
to  the  water  as  he  dared  go,  for  the  seas  Avere  dash- 
ing so  high  up  the  rock  that  he  might  easily  be 
carried  away  by  them — indeed,  he  was  already  wet 
through  and  through  with  the  spray,  which  was  fly- 
ing in  dense  sheets  over  the  rock,  and  in  a  few 
muiutes  more  it  seemed  to  him  that  it  Avould  be 
completely  overwhelmed — indeed,  any  moment  a  sea 
might  sweep  over  it.  Harry  had  a  brave  heart,  and 
as  long  as  he  had  life  was  not  likely  to  lose  courage. 
He  showed  his  coolness,  indeed,  for  believing  that 
the  cask  would  soon  reach  him,  he  deliberately  tied 
David's  jacket  and  shoes  round  his  waist,  that  he 
might  have  the  pleasure  of  restoring  them  to  him. 
He  had  observed  how  David  slij)ped  into  the  water. 
There  came  the  cask,  nearer  and  nearer.     Before  it 
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had  time  to  touch  the  rock,  he  slid  down  into  the 
sea,  and  struck  out  boldly  for  it,  and  throwing  his 
arms  over  it  caught  the  rope  to  which  it  was  made 
fast,  and  drew  himself  up  tiU  his  chest  rested  on  it- 
He  then  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "  Haul  in 
— all  right."  David,  however,  could  not  hear  him ; 
but  having  watched  him  with  intense  eagerness,  now 
began  slowly  to  haid  in  the  rope,  while  the  old  man 
and  boy  pidled  the  boat  further  off  the  rock.  Harry 
held  firmly  on,  though  he  almost  lost  his  breath  by 
the  waters,  which  dashed  in  his  face.  He  kept  his 
senses,  however,  and  had  the  wisdom  to  strike  out 
with  all  his  might  with  his  feet,  which  greatly  helped 
him  on,  and  took  off  the  drag  from  his  arms  which 
they  would  otherwise  have  felt.  As  he  rose  to  the 
top  of  a  sea  he  again  shouted  out  every  now  and 
then, "  All  right — haul  away."  He  was,  however, 
not  much  inclined  to  shout  by  the  time  he  got  up  to 
the  stern  of  the  boat.  David,  with  the  help  of  the 
old  man,  then  quickly  hauled  him  on  board.  "And 
you  have  brought  me  my  jacket  and  shoes,"  ex- 
claimed Da%'id,  gladly  putting  them  on,  for  he  felt 
very  cold  directly  the  exertions  he  had  just  gone 
through  ceased.  The  boys  sincerely  thanked  God 
in  their  hearts  that  they  were  saved — though 
but  a  very  few  audible  words  of  thanksgiving  were 
uttered.     No  time,  indeed,  was  to  be  lost  in  getting 
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away  from  the  rock.  The  old  man  told  David  to  go 
to  the  helm.  "  And  you  other  young  master  take 
my  oar  and  pull  Avith  all  your  might,  while  I  sets 
the  sails,"  he  added.  A  sprit-mainsail,  much  the 
worse  for  wear,  and  a  little  rag  of  a  foresail  were  soon 
set.  It  was  as  much  sail  as  the  boat  in  the  rising 
gale  could  carry,  and  away  she  flew  seaward.  The 
old  man  took  the  helm,  and  the  boy,  who  had  not 
spoken,  laid  in  his  oar,  and  facing  forward,  put  his 
hand  on  the  foresheet  to  be  ready  to  go  about  when 
the  word  was  given.  The  boat  was  somewhat  old 
and  battered,  like  its  master, — the  rigging  especially 
seemed  in  a  bad  condition.  The  old  man  saw  the 
boys  examining  her,  and  divined  their  thoughts. 
"  She's  not  like  one  of  your  fme-painted  yachts,  young 
masters  ;  but  she  has  helped  to  save  your  lives,  and 
she'll  serve  my  time,  I'm  pretty  sure  of  that,"  lie 
observed.  "  She'll  be  tried,  howsomever,  not  a  little 
to-night,  I'm  thinking.  We  A\ere  late  as  it  was 
coming  up  from  '  Put  off  shoal,'  and  this  work  M'ith 
you  made  us  still  ]ate:i',  so  that  we  shall  have  to  be 
thankful  if  we  get  into  Penmore  harbour  before  the 
tide  turns." 

"  She  is  a  good  boat,  no  doubt,  and  at  all  events 
we  are  most  thankful  to  you  for  having  by  her  mcaus 
saved  our  lives,"  said  David ;  and  Harry  repeated 
what  he  had  said.     "  No,  young  masters,  it  wasn't  I 
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saved  you,  it  was  God.  Don't  thank  me.  Man  can 
do  no  good  thing  of  himself,  you  know,  and  I  couldn't 
have  saved  you  if  it  hadn't  been  His  will,"  The 
fishing-boat  went  careering  on  over  the  foaming 
seas,  guided  by  the  skilful  hand  of  the  old  man.  It 
is  surprising  how  much  sea  a  small  boat  with  good 
beam  will  go  through  when  well  managed.  The  old 
man  was  far  more  loquacious  than  the  young  one, 
who  sat  quite  still  forward,  only  every  now  and  then 
turning  his  face  aside  as  the  spray  dashed  in  it,  and 
shaking  the  water  from  his  sou'-wester.  To  the  boys' 
inquiry  of  the  old  man  to  which  place  he  belonged, 
"  Little  better  than  a  mile  to  the  eastward  of  where 
I  took  you  aboard,"  he  replied ;  "  but  when  the  wind 
blows  as  it  does  now,  there's  no  place  for  landing 
nearer  than  Penmore  harbour.  That  matters 
nothing,  as  we  get  a  good  market  for  our  fish  near 
there,  and  we  have  a  good  lot  to  sell,  you  see."  He 
pointed  to  the  baskets  in  the  centre  of  the  boat,  well 
filled  with  mackerel  and  several  other  kinds  of  fish. 
He  told  them  that  his  name  was  Jonathan  Jefleries, 
that  he  had  married  a  Cornish  woman,  and  settled  in 
tlie  parish,  and  that  the  lad  was  his  grandson.  "  Not 
quite  right  up  there,"  he  remarked,  touching  his  fore- 
head ;  "  but  he  is  a  good  lad,  and  knows  how  to  do 
his  duty.  We  call  him  Tristram  Torr,  for  he  is  our 
daughter's  son.     She  is  dead,  poor  thing,  and  his 
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father  was  lost  at  sea,  Ave  suppose,  for  he  went  away 
and  never  came  back." 

The  old  man  thus  continued  giving  scraps  of  his 
family  history,  till  the  gloom  of  evening  gave  way  to 
the  darkness  of  niglit.  His  chief  regret  at  being  out 
so  late  was  that  his  old  woman  would  be  looking  for 
him,  as  he  had  told  her  that  he  expected  to  be  home 
earlier  than  usual.  The  darker  it  grew  the  less 
talkative,  however,  he  became  ;  indeed,  all  his  atten- 
tion was  taken  up  in  steering,  for  with  the  darkness 
tlie  wind  and  sea  increased,  till  the  boat  could  hardly 
look  up  to  it.  At  last  Harry  and  David  began  to 
suspect  that  though  they  had  escaped  from  the  rock, 
they  were  in  no  small  danger  of  being  swamped,  and 
thus,  after  all,  losing  their  lives.  Every  now  and 
then  a  heavy  sea  broke  into  the  boat  and  half  filled 
her.  Still  the  boy  Tristram  said  nothing,  but  turning 
round  took  a  bailer  from  under  the  thwart,  and  began 
energetically  bailing  awa}'-.  Harry  and  David  did 
the  same  with  their  hats,  till  old  Jefferies  handed 
them  a  bucket,  with  which  they  more  rapidly  cleared 
the  boat.  Tlioy  had  to  be  quick  about  it,  for  scarcely 
was  she  free  of  water  than  another  sea  came  in  and 
.igain  half  filled  her.  It  seemed  also  pretty  evident  to 
hem  that  instead  of  going  to  windward  she  was 
making  leeway,  though,  as  the  tide  was  still  running 
to  the  eastward,  she  was  going  in  that  direction. 
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The  two  boys  were  feeling  thorouglily  chilled  and 
uncomfortable  ;  tbey  were,  of  course,  wet  to  the  skin, 
and  the  wind  was  strong  and  keen,  and  even  when 
they  sat  down,  by  the  old  man's  advice,  in  the  bottom 
of  the  boat,  their  legs  were  in  water.  Still  they 
kept  up  their  spirits,  and  when  the  water  washed 
into  the  boat  they  were  glad  to  jnmp  up  and  bail  it 
out  again.  Besides  that  they  were  in  danger  of  being 
swamped,  it  appeared  to  the  midshipman  and  his 
friend  that  there  was  a  great  risk  of  being  run  down. 
Already  two  or  three  phantom-like  forms  had  sud- 
denly appeared  out  of  the  darkness,  and  gliding  by 
Avere  soon  lost  to  sight.  The  boy,  how^ever,  had  made 
no  remark  about  them ;  suddenly  he  shouted, 
"  Grandfather,  a  sail  on  the  weather-bow."  "  About, 
then,"  cried  the  old  man.  Harry  and  David  looked 
out,  and  saw,  almost  ahead  of  them,  towering  to  the 
skies  it  seemed,  a  dark  pyramid  of  canvas.  "  She  is 
a  big  ship  running  down  channel,"  said  Harry.  "  She 
wdll  be  over  us  !  she  will  be  over  us  ! "  The  boat 
was  at  that  moment  in  stays,  going  about.  Scarcely 
had  he  spoken,  when  there  was  a  loud  crack.  The 
mast  went  by  the  board,  and  as  it  came  down  struck 
the  old  man  on  the  head.  He  would  have  fallen 
overboard  had  not  Harry  and  David  seized  his  coat 
and  dragged  him  in.  "  Here,  pull,  masters,"  cried 
Tristram,  trying  to  get  out  both  the  oars.     In  doing 
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SO  he  let  one  of  them  go  overboard ;  both  would 
have  gone  had  not  Harry,  springing  forward,  seized 
the  oth<5r.  But  poor  Tristram,  in  endeavouring  to 
regain  the  one  he  had  lost,  overbalanced  himself,  and 
met  the  fate  his  grandfather  had  just  escaped. 
Harry  threw  the  oar  over  to  the  side  on  which  he 
had  fallen,  but  the  poor  lad  in  vain  endeavoured  to 
clutch  it.  There  was  a  piercing  cry ;  Harry  thought 
he  saw  a  hand  raised  up  through  the  darkness,  and 
then  he  neither  saw  nor  heard  more. 

How  came  it  that  the  boy's  cry  did  not  rouse  the 
grandfather  ?  Sad  to  say,  he  lay  without  moving  at 
the  bottom  of  the  boat.  "This  is  fearful,"  cried 
David,  feeling  the  old  man's  face  and  hands  ;  "  I  am 
afraid  that  he  is  dead,  and  the  poor  lad  gone  too. 
What  are  we  to  do  ? "  "  Keep  the  boat's  head  to 
the  sea  as  long  as  we  can  with  one  oar,  and  then  up 
helm  and  run  before  the  wind,"  answered  Harry, 
who  knew  that  such  was  the  way  a  big  ship  would 
be  managed  under  similar  circumstances  David 
sat  at  the  helm,  and  Harry  vigorously  plied  his  oar 
— now  on  one  side,  now  on  the  other,  and  thus 
managed  to  keep  the  boat  from  getting  broadside  to 
the  sea.  It  was  very  hard  work,  however,  and  he 
felt  that,  even  though  relieved  by  David,  it  could  not 
be  kept  up  all  night.  Several  times  David  felt  the 
old  man's  face ;  it  was  still  warm,  but  there  was  no 
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other  sign  of  life.  The  boat  was  broad  and  deep,  or 
she  would  very  quickly  have  been  turned  over. 
This,  however,  made  her  very  heavy  to  pull,  while  from 
the  same  cause  the  sea  continually  washed  into  her. 
At  length  they  agreed  that  she  must  be  put  before 
the  wind.  They  waited  for  a  lull,  and  then  getting; 
her  quickly  round,  hoisted  the  jib,  which  had  been 
before  taken  in,  to  the  end  of  the  spreet,  which  they 
lashed  to  the  stump  of  the  mast.  The  wind  blew  as 
strong  as  ever,  but  the  tide  having  turned  there 
was  less  sea  than  before,  and  thus  away  they  went 
down  channel,  at  a  far  greater  rate  than  they  sup- 
posed. 

"  It  is  going  to  be  only  a  summer  gale,"  observed 
Harry.  "  When  the  morning  comes  we  shall  be 
easily  able  to  rig  a  fore  and  aft  sail,  and  stand  in  for 
the  shore."  The  poor,  good  old  man,  I  am  very  soriy 
for  him,  and  so  I  am  for  the  ^oy  ;  but  for  ourselves 
it  does  not  so  much  matter,  except  that  we  shall 
have  to  breakfast  on  raw  fish,  and  perhaps  after  all 
not  get  home  to  dinner.  My  dear  mother,  too,  and 
Jane,  may  be  frightened,  and  I  don't  like  the  thought 
of  that."  "Yes,  to  be  siu-e,  I  forgot  that;  I  am 
.ifraid  those  at  my  home  will  be  frightened  too, 
when  they  hear  nothing  of  us,"  said  David.  "  One 
comfort  is,  that  we  did  not  keep  away  intentionally, 
though,  to  be  sure,  it  was  thoughtless  of  us  to  be 
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caught  by  the  tide  as  we  were.  But  don't  let  us 
think  of  ourselves ;  better  let  us  see  what  we  can 
do  for  this  poor  old  man.  I  believe  that  he  is  still 
alive,  though  how  to  bring  him  round  I  don't  know. 
If  we  had  any  liquor  to  give  him  we  might  pour  it 
down  his  throat,  but  as  we  have  nothing  we  must 
keep  his  head  up  and  let  him  lay  quiet  till  daylight," 
said  Harry. 

David  was  thoroughly  accustomed  to  boat-sailing, 
so  that  he  was  well  able  to  keep  the  boat  dead  before 
the  wind.  The  sea  came  curling  up  astern,  but  none 
broke  over  her;  had  even  one  done  so  it  would 
have  sent  her  to  the  bottom.  A  very  little  conver- 
sation took  place  after  this.  Only  Harry,  fearing 
that  he  and  his  friend  might  lose  heart,  every  now 
and  then  said  something  to  keep  up  their  spirits. 
It  was  somewhat  forced,  it  must  be  owned,  for  they 
both  saw  that  their  position  was  very  critical.  The 
hours  passed  slowly  by — now  the  one,  now  the  other 
took  the  helm.  INIorniug  broke  at  last ;  they  looked 
out,  expecting  to  see  the  land  aboard  on  the  star- 
board hand,  but  not  a  glimpse  of  land  was  visible — 
nothing  but  sea  and  sky  on  every  side  around  of  a 
leaden  grey  hue — not  a  streak  in  the  horizon  showed 
where  the  sun  was  rising.  They  coidd  only  guess 
by  the  wind  the  points  of  the  compass.  Harry  pro- 
posed hauling  up  for  where  they  supposed  the  land  to 
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be,  but  David  considered  that  such  a  proceeding 
would  be  dangerous,  and  that  it  would  be  safer  to 
run  on  tdl  the  weather  moderated  and  they  could 
get  sail  on  the  boat.  They  neither  of  them  suffi- 
ciently calculated  the  strength  of  the  tide,  which, 
running  for  six  hours,  had  carried  them  many  miles 
to  the  eastward.  The  old  man  was  alive,  but  sat 
perfectly  still  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  It 
seemed  indeed  doubtful  if,  after  remaining  in 
that  state  so  long,  he  would  ever  recover.  Their 
anxiety  prevented  them  from  feeling  hungry ;  indeed, 
as  yet,  they  fancied  that  they  could  not  bring  them- 
selves to  eat  raw  fish.  They  now  tried  various 
means  to  bring  the  old  man  to  consciousness,  by  rub- 
bing his  hands  and  his  feet,  and  occasionally  his 
forehead.  It  is  difficidt  to  say  whether  these  means 
had  any  effect.  At  length,  at  all  events,  he  slowly 
opened  his  eyes ;  then  he  closed  them  again,  and 
Lliey  thought  that  he  was  dying.  Then  once  more  he 
opened  them,  and  looked  about  him  with  a  puzzled 
and  pained  expression  of  countenance,  Now  he 
gazed  inquiringly  at  David — now  at  Harry. 
"  Where  is  Tristram  ?  where  is  my  grandson  ?  "  he 
asked,  speaking  veiy  slowly.  "  Gone  !  gone !  oh, 
don't  say  that,  "What  have  you  done  with  him,  my 
young  masters  ? "  With  sad  hearts  the  boys  told 
him  how  the  accident  had  happened,     "  Then  may 
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God  take  me  to  my  boy,  my  poor  boy,"  he  exclaimed, 
hiding  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  sinking  back  once 
more  into  the  bottom  of  the  boat. 
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CHAPTER  111. 

WHERE    AVERE    TUEV? — RAW    FISII — SLEEP — TILE    BRIG   -WITUOIT 
A   CREW— AX    AGED    CHRISTIAN. 

HE  gale  coutiuuetl  blowiug  harder  than  ever, 
and  had  not  the  boat  been  built  especially 
to  encounter  heavy  seas,  she  would  very 
soon  have  been  swamped.  It  was  only  by  careful 
steering,  indeed,  that  this  could  be  avoided,  while 
the  two  boys  took  it  by  turns  to  bail  out  the  watei 
which  occasionally  came  in  over  the  gunwale  in 
rather  alarming  quantities.  Still  they  did  not  lose 
courage.  They,  however,  grew  very  hungry,  and 
?jegan  to  look  wistfully  at  the  Jiamper  of  fish. 

"  I  wish  we  had  a  stove  of  some  sort,  that  we  might 
cook  some  of  these  fish,"  said  David,  holding  up  a 
mackerel.     "  I  am  getting  fearfully  ravenous." 

"  Just  scrape  off  the  scales  and  take  out  the  inside 
of  one  of  them,  and  hand  it  to  me,"  answered  Harry, 
who  was  steeling.  '"'  1  have  seen  seamen  eat  raw  fish, 
and  raw  meat  too,  and  the  islanders  in  the  South 
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Seas  I  know  do,  so  we  must  if  we  are  not  to 
starve." 

David  prepared  the  fish  as  directed,  during  the 
intervals  of  bailing.  Still  he  could  not  bring  him- 
self to  eat  any.  Harry's  inside  was  more  seasoned. 
A  midshipman's  berth  in  those  days  did  not  allow  of 
any  squeamishness. 

"  Just  pour  a  little  water  into  the  tin  mug,  it  will 
help  it  down,"  he  said,  after  he  had  taken  a  few 
mouthfuls  of  the  fish. 

They  had  found  a  tin  mug,  with  a  jar  of  fresh 
water.  They  husbanded  the  water  carefully,  and 
David  poured  out  very  little,  lest  it  should  be  jerked 
out  of  the  mug  as  the  boat  was  tossed  about.  Harry 
dipped  the  bits  of  fish  into  the  water  before  eating 
them.  It  took  away  somewhat  of  the  raw  taste, 
he  fancied.  StiU  he  very  soon  came  to  an  end  of  his 
meal. 

"I  shall  do  better  another  time,"  he  observed, 
putting  the  remainder  of  the  fish  down  by  his  side, 
and  drinking  up  the  Avater. 

David  sat  for  some  time  very  silent,  bailing  out 
the  water.  At  last  he  looked  into  the  basket  and 
took  out  a  fish,  which  he  began  to  scrape  with  his 
knife.  He  held  it  in  one  hand  while  he  bailed  with 
the  other,  then  he  scraped  a  little  more,  and  finally 
cleaned  the  fish  completely.     He  looked  at  it,  his 
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lips  curled,  as  is  often  the  case  when  a  person  is 
about  to  take  nauseous  physic.  A  pang  came  into 
his  inside.  He  could  stand  the  hunger  no  longer, 
and,  putting  the  fish  between  his  teeth,  he  began  to 
gnaw  away  at  a  great  rate.  He  far  outdid  Harry. 
When  the  water  rose  to  the  side  of  the  boat,  he 
dipped  the  fish  into  it.  It  added  to  the  flavour,  and 
made  it  more  digestible.  The  boys  were  thankful 
that  there  was  not  much  ri.sk  of  their  starving  as 
long  as  the  fish  kept  good  and  the  water  lasted.  It 
wa5  not  food  that  woidd  keep  them  in  health  for  any 
length  of  time  ;  yet  it  stopped  the  pangs  of  hunger, 
aud  that  was  a  great  thing.  AU  this  time  they  were 
looking  out  for  some  abatement  in  the  gale,  but  not 
a  break  appeared  in  the  mass  of  dark  lead-coloured 
clouds  which  formed  a  canopy  above  their  heads, 
reaching  down  to  the  horizon  on  every  side. 

"  Whereabouts  do  you  think  we  are  ? "  asked 
David,  after  a  long  silence. 

Henry  thought  for  some  time. 

"  Somewhere  in  the  chops  of  the  British  Channel, 
to  the  westward  of  Scilly,  I  fear,"  he  answered. 
"  Possibly,  if  the  wind  shifts  to  the  southward,  we 
may  get  driven  up  the  Irish  Channel,  and  then  it  wiU 
be  a  tremendous  time  before  we  get  home ;  I  may  be 
wrong,  but  I  fear  not." 

"  That's  what  I  think  too,"  said  David,     "  I  wish 
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that  tlie  old  man  was  sensible.  We  might  consult 
him  what  to  do." 

Old  Jefferies^  however,  continued  in  the  same 
unconscious  state  as  before.  They  had  some  hope  of 
getting  assistance  from  any  vessels  which  might  pass 
them,  but  though  they  saw  a  number  at  a  distance 
gliding  quickly  by,  not  one  came  near  them.  On 
they  drove,  further  and  further  they  feared  from  land. 
Again  darkness  came  on.  They  were  very  drowsy, 
but  they  feared,  should  they  yield  to  sleep,  that  the 
boat  would  be  swamped.  Harry  had,  lie  said,  more 
practice  in  keeping  awake,  so  he  insisted  that  David 
should  lie  down  on  one  of  the  thwarts  and  take  an 
hour's  rest,  while  he  could  steer  and  bail  out  at  the 
same  time. 

"  I  can  manage  it,"  answered  David,  with  a  yawn, 
stretching  himself  out  on  a  seat,  and  in  less  than 
half  a  minute  he  was  sound  asleep. 

Poor  Harry  had  very  hard  work  to  keep  awake. 
He  could  not  venture  to  remain  sitting.  More  than 
once  his  eyes  closed.  Phantom  shapes  passed  before 
his  eyes,  strange  soimds  came  into  his  ears,  shrieks, 
cries,  and  groans ;  sometimes  he  heard,  lie  thought, 
sliouts  from  afar.  His  brain  swam  romul.  In  anollier 
instant  he  would  liave  lost  all  consciousness.  He 
liad  to  spring  to  his  feet,  and  to  bail  away  with  one 
hand  while  he  held  the  tiller  with  the  other.     He 
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would  not  venture  to  sit  down  again;  indeed,  the 
high,  green,  rolling,  froth-topped  seas,  by  which  lie 
was  surrounded,  were  sufficient  to  keep  him  awake. 
At  last,  putting  down  the  skid,  he  looked  at  his 
watch.  It  was  past  six  o'clock.  David  had  slept 
more  than  his  allotted  hour,  and  yet  he  could  scarcely 
bring  himself  to  awake  him. 

"  Poor  fellow,  he  is  not  so  accustomed  to  this  sort 
of  work  as  I  am,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  After  that 
long  swim,  too,  he  requires  rest,  and  had  it  not  been 
for  his  courage  I  should  no  longer  have  been  in  this 
world.     I'U  try  and  keep  awake  a  little  longer." 

Harry  did  his  best  to  do  as  he  intended.  He  kept 
moving  his  feet,  he  talked  aloud,  he  sang  even.  He 
looked  at  old  Jefferies.  He  thoiight  he  was  nodding 
his  head  and  answering  him,  but  he  could  not  make 
out  what  was  said.  At  last  he  felt  that,  if  David 
did  not  wake  up  and  come  to  his  relief,  he  should 
drop  down,  and  the  boat  would  broach  to,  and  they 
would  all  be  drowned. 

"  David  !  David !  "  he  tried  to  cry  out,  but  his 
tongue  seemed  to  cleave  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth. 
Still  he  kept  the  tiller  in  his  hand,  striving  steadily. 
He  made  one  more  effort.  "  David !  help  !  help  !  " 
he  shouted.  David's  mind  was  far  away  in  his 
father's  garden,  witli  his  sisters  and  sweet  Mary 
Rymer.     He  was  telling  them  about  Harry  being  in 
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danger,  but  he  had  forgotten  he  was  with  his  friend. 
At  last  he  heard  himself  called.  He  started  up,  and 
was  just  in  time  to  seize  the  tiller,  which  Harry 
had  that  instant  let  slip  from  his  grasp,  as  he  sank 
down  to  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  In  another  second 
of  time  the  boat  would  have  broached  to.  The 
gloom  of  evening  was  coming  on  rapidly,  and  there 
was  but  a  dreary  prospect  for  poor  David.  He  still 
felt  very  sleepy,  and  had  almost  as  much  difl&culty 
in  keeping  awake  as  before.  He  managed  to  drag 
Harry  to  one  side,  and  to  place  some  of  the  nets 
under  his  head  as  a  pillow,  but  no  moving  had  the 
effect  of  rousing  him  up.  David  felt  as  he  had  never 
felt  before  ;  sitting  there,  the  only  being  conscious  of 
external  affairs  in  that  lone  boat,  running  on  amidst 
those  huge  billows.  As  long  as  the  gale  continued, 
on  the  boat  must  go,  he  well  knew,  or  run  almost  the 
certainty  of  being  swamped.  The  short  sleep  he 
had  enjoyed  had  refreshed  him,  and  he  thought  that 
he  should  now  be  able  to  keep  awake.  He  felt  very 
hungry,  though.  No  wonder  !  Most  people  would 
have  been  hungry  who  had  eaten  nothing  but  raw 
fish  during  upwards  of  twenty-four  hours.  He,  how- 
ever, would  now  have  been  very  glad  to  get  some 
more  raw  fish,  but  he  could  not  reach  the  hamper, 
and  he  dared  not  leave  the  helm  for  an  instant. 
There  was  a  locker  under  where  ho  sat.     He  had 
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just  bailed  out  the  boat,  when  stooping  down,  he  put 
his  hand  in,  and,  feeling  round,  discovered  to  his 
great  joy  a  large  piece  of  bread,  the  best  part  of  a 
quartern  loaf  It  was  very  stale,  but  he  was  not 
inclined  to  be  particular.  Never  had  he  tasted  bread 
so  sweet.  He  took,  though,  only  a  small  portion,  as 
he  did  not  like  to  eat  more  without  having  Harry  to 
share  it  with  him,  or  old  Jefferies,  if  he  could  be 
aroused.  Tlie  bread,  with  a  little  fresh  water,  greatlj- 
revived  him.  He  thought,  indeed,  that  he  should  be 
able  to  keep  awake  all  the  night,  if  Harry  should 
sleep  on.  He  tried  his  best.  He  stood  up,  then  he 
bailed,  but  as  much  less  water  came  into  the  boat 
than  before,  he  had  but  little  to  do  in  that  way.  He 
tried  to  sing  and  whistle,  but  the  tunes  were  some- 
what melancholy.  The  wind  was  certainly  decreas- 
ing, and  the  sea  going  down.  "  I  must  wake  up 
HaiTy,  and  then,  if  we  can  but  manage  to  rig  a  fore 
and  aft  sail,  we  might  haul  our  wind,  and  stand  to  the 
north-east,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  But  which  is  the 
north-east,  I  wonder  ?  The  wind  may  have  changed, 
and  there  is  not  a  break  in  the  clouds.  Without  a 
compass,  how  can  we  find  our  way  ?  If  the  clouds 
clear  away,  the  stars  would  help  us — at  least,  I 
suppose  Harry  knows  all  about  them.  I  wish  that  I 
did.  But  I  was  lazy,  and  to  this  moment  am  not 
quite  certain  as  to  the  look  of  the  Polar  Bear.     I 


40  ADRIFT  IN  A  BOA  T. 

remember  that  the  North  Star  is  in  that.  However, 
we  could  not  do  much  yet,  and,  with  her  beam  to 
the  sea,  the  boat  would  not  be  steady  enough  to  rig 
our  mast  properly.  We  must  wait  patiently  till 
morning.  Dear  me,  how  heavy  my  head  feels  !  They 
must  be  all  wondering  what  has  become  of  us  at 
home.  I  hope  they  don't  think  we  are  lost.  That 
is  the  worst  part  of  the  business.  It  will  not  be 
pleasant  to  live  upon  raw  fish  for  very  long,  but  I 
suppose  that  it  will  keep  us  alive,  and  probably  we 
shall  fall  in  with  some  vessel  or  other,  which  will 
tow  us  home.  That  will  be  very  nice.  What  a 
pleasant  picnic  we  had,  and  Harry  to  come  home 
just  in  time,  and  Mary  Eymer,  and  what  a  dear — 

oh !  how  pleasant — how "  Poor  David  was  asleep, 

No  wonder,  after  having  been  awake  for  so  many 
hours,  and  only  just  a  little  more  than  one  hour's 
rest  on  a  hard  plank.  He  still  held  the  tiller,  and 
instinctively  moved  it  to  or  from  him,  as  he  felt  the 
boat  inclined  to  broach  to.  His  eyes,  indeed,  were 
not  quite  closed,  so  that  in  reality  he  saw  the  seas 
as  they  rolled  before  him,  and  perhaps  steered  almost 
as  well  as  he  had  done  before.  Meantime  tlie  old 
►pian  remained  in  a  state  of  stupor,  and  Harry  slept 
as  soundly  as  a  "  church  door,"  or  rather  as  mids]  dp- 
men  are  generally  supposed  to  do.  Thus  the  boat 
must  have  gone  on  for  hours.    Haj^pily,  the  wind  and 
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sea  were  going  down,  or  it  would  have  been  a  serious 
matter  to  the  l^oys.  It  will  be  understood  that, 
after  an  easterly  gale  in  the  Channel,  the  sea  goes 
down  more  rapidly  than  after  a  westerly  one,  when 
there  has  been  a  commotion  across  the  whole  sweep 
of  the  Atlantic.  Suddenly  a  loud  concussion  and  a 
continued  grating  sound  made  both  David  and 
Harry  start  to  their  feet,  and  they  saw  what  seemed 
a  huge  black  mass  towering  above  them.  What 
could  it  be  ? 

"  A  ship !  a  ship ! "  shouted  Harry.  "  Heave  a 
rope  here ! " 

No  one  answered.  As  the  boat  was  slowly  rub- 
bing by  the  side  of  the  ship  (for  Harry  \vas  right  in 
his  conjecture),  he  found  a  rope  hanging  overboard. 
With  the  activity  of  a  seaman  he  secured  the  eud 
round  the  fore-thwart  of  the  boat,  while  Da\dd  hauled 
down  the  sail — not  that  that  was  of  any  consequence, 
as  the  wind  had  fallen  almost  to  a  calm.  Again 
Harry,  joined  by  David,  shouted  loudly,  but  no  one 
answered. 

"  I  believe  the  ship  is  abandoned,"  he  observed 
"  Yes,  I  am  sure  she  is,  for  I  see  no  masts.  She  is 
not  quite  so  large,  either,  as  I  thought  at  first — a 
brig  probably.  However,  we  shall  soon  have  day- 
light, and  know  all  about  it." 

The  dawn  was  already  breaking,  but  no  roseate 
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hue  was  seen  in  tlie  sky,  to  indicate  the  position  of 
the  rising  sun.  Although  the  sea  had  gone  down 
greatly,  still  the  boat  struck  heavily  every  now  and 
then  against  the  vessel,  as  she  rolled  slowly  from 
side  to  side.  There  was,  indeed,  great  danger  that 
she  would  be  stove  in,  if  not  altogether  swamped. 
The  boys,  therefore,  agreed  that  the  sooner  they 
could  get  on  board  the  better. 

"  We  shall  find  some  food,  at  all  events ;  and  if  we 
can  get  nothing  more,  we  may  shove  off  again," 
observed  David. 

"  Oh  !  I  hope  we  shall  get  much  more  than  that," 
exclaimed  Harry,  in  a  confident  tone.  "  What  do 
you  think  of  a  compass,  and  sails,  and  spars,  and 
rigging  for  our  boat,  and  if  so  we  shall  without  diffi- 
culty be  able  to  find  our  way  home.  Hurrah  !  what 
do  you  think  of  that  ? " 

"  I  did  not  fancy  that  we  were  likely  to  be  so 
fortunate,"  answered  David.  "  To  think  that  we 
should  have  run  directly  against  a  ship  out  in  the 
ocean  here !     What  shall  we  do  now  ? " 

"Why,  get  on  board  ourselves,  and  then  hoist 
the  old  man  up,"  answered  Harry.  "  We  must  not 
leave  him  in  the  boat,  lest  she  should  get  stove  in," 

The  boys  quickly  scrambled  up  the  ship's  side. 
Ijoth  her  masts  were  gone,  and  the  bowsprit  had 
been  carried  away,  with  a  considerable  portion  oi 
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the  bulwarks,  wlien  the  masts  fell,  and  all  her  boats 
and  caboose.  Altogether  she  had  a  very  forlorn 
appearance,  while  there  was  no  sign  of  a  human 
being  on  board.  Their  first  care  was  to  get  up  the 
old  man.  Harry  leaped  down  into  the  cabin  of  the 
brig,  and  instantly  returned  with  a  long  horsehair 
sofa  cushion.  "  We  must  pass  straps  round  this,  and 
par-buckle  him  up,"  he  observed.  Fortunately  a 
davit  remained.  To  this  they  secured  a  tackle,  and 
David,  jumpiag  into  the  boat  to  pass  the  cushion 
under  old  Jefferies,  they  soon  had  him  up  safe  on 
deck.  They  then,  having  got  up  the  hamper  of  fish, 
with  the  bread  and  the  jar  of  M'ater,  veered  the  boat 
away  with  a  liawser  astern.  They  were  now  able 
for  the  first  time  to  attend  to  the  old  man.  They 
examined  his  head,  and  finding  where  he  had  been 
struck,  bathed  the  i)lace  with  water,  and  they  also 
poured  a  few  drops  of  water  down  his  throat.  This 
seemed  to  revive  him  greatly,  and  at  last  they 
thought  that  they  might  leave  him  to  examine  the 
vessel.  The  cold  dull  grey  light  of  the  early  morn- 
ing enabled  them  to  do  so.  The  brig  had  not  loug 
been  deserted,  and  great  was  their  satisfaction  to 
find  all  sorts  of  things  to  eat  on  board — biscuits,  and 
even  soft  bread,  though  it  was  rather  stale,  and  a 
box  of  eggs,  and  bacon  and  cheese,  and  even  some 
cooked    meat,   and    there    were   also   melons,   and 
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oranges,  and  dried  figs,  and  grapes,  and  other  fruits, 
which  showed  that  she  had  probably  come  from  a 
warm  country,  where  these  fruits  grew ;  indeed,  they 
afterwards  learned  from  some  papers  they  found, 
that  she  was  the  Fair  lantlie,  and  was  from  the 
Mediterranean,  homeward  bound.  While  Harry  and 
David  were  examining  one  of  the  lockers,  they  felt 
something  moving  against  their  legs.  They  looked 
do^^'ll,  and  saAV^  a  fine  white  cat,  which  by  her  move- 
ments, and  the  pleased  purrs  she  gave  when  she  saw 
that  she  was  noticed,  seemed  to  welcome  them. 

"  She  must  be  a  fairy,  or  the  good  genius  of  the 
ship,"  exclaimed  David.  "Or,  if  she  is  a  mere 
mortal  cat,  she  must  be  very  hungry,  as  I  am  sure 
I  am,  so  let  us  go  up  and  breakfast  on  deck,  and  try 
and  get  the  old  man  to  eat  something." 

"Do  you  know,  I  think  that  he  would  do  much 
better  down  below,  if  we  could  take  off  his  wet 
things,  and  put  him  to  bed,"  observed  Harry. 

To  this  David  agreed,  and,  after  they  had  eaten  a 
little  bread,  for  they  would  not  give  themselves  time 
to  take  more,  they  contrived,  with  considerable 
'ixertion,  to  lower  old  Jefferies  into  the  cabin,  and 
to  imt  him  into  bed.  This  done,  they  lighted  a  fire 
In  the  cabin  stove,  and  made  tea  and  boiled  some 
eggs,  and  did  some  rashers.  They  wisely,  also,  took 
off  tlieir  own  wet  things,  which  they  hung  up  to 
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dry,  while  tliey  put  on  some  clotlies  which  they 
found  in  the  cabin.  What  a  hearty  breakfast  they 
made  1 — and  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  thoughts  of 
the  poor  lad  who  had  gone  overboard,  and  the 
anxiety  of  their  friends,  they  would  have  pro- 
nounced themselves  \evy  joUy.  As  it  was,  it  cannot 
be  said  that  they  were  very  unhappy.  At  last  they 
contrived  to  get  old  Jefferies  to  swallow  some  tea, 
and  a  little  substantial  food,  for  which  he  seemed 
much  the  better,  and  in  a  few  minutes  they  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  him  drop  off  into  a  sound 
sleep. 

Harry  and  David  returned  to  their  meal,  for  they 
still  felt  somewhat  hungry.  Tliey  soon  began  to 
nod,  and  at  last  David's  head  dropped  on  the  table. 

"  I  shall  be  off  too,  if  I  don't  jump  on  deck  and 
look  after  the  boat,  and  see  how  the  weather  is," 
said  Harry.  He  found  the  boat  secure,  but  the 
weather  very  didl  and  far  from  promising,  though 
there  was  then  but  little  wind.  He  scanned  the 
horizon.  Xot  a  sail  was  in  sight,  and  unless  with  a 
stronger  breeze  than  then  blew,  none  could  approacli 
for  some  time  to  come.  On  examining  the  vessel 
he  thought  that  there  was  no  danger  of  her  sinking ; 
indeed,  except  that  she  had  lost  her  mast,  he  could 
not  make  out  wliy  she  had  been  deserted.  He 
judged  by  the  wav  she  rolled  that  she  was  slightly 
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leaking,  and  had  made  some  water.  "  We'll  pump 
her  out  by  and  by,  and  she  will  be  all  right  till  we 
get  a  fair  breeze  to  return  home,"  he  thought  to  him- 
self. "Perhaps  we  may  carry  her  in,  and  obtain 
salvage.  That  would  be  very  fine,  better  than  all 
the  prize-money  I  am  likely  to  make  for  a  long  time 
to  come."  Such  were  the  ideas  that  floated  through 
his  mind  as  he  returned  to  the  cabin.  A  comfort- 
able-looking bed  invited  him  to  rest,  and  rousing  up 
David  for  a  moment,  he  made  him  crawl  half  asleep 
into  another.  Both  of  them  in  half  a  second  were 
soundly  sleeping,  and  had  the  tempest  again  arisen, 
they  would  not  probably  have  awakened  then. 

Very  different  would  have  been  the  case  had 
Harry  been  a  captain,  but  the  cares  and  respon- 
sibilities of  midshipmen  are  light,  and  their  slumbers 
sound.  Hours  passed  by,  when  they  both  started 
up,  hearing  a  voice  crying  out,  "  Where  am  I  ? 
What  has  happened  ?  Ah  me  !  ah  me  ! "  It  was 
old  Jefferies  who  spoke.  They  went  to  him.  He 
had  returned  to  consciousness,  and  now  remembered 
the  loss  of  his  grandson.  They  did  their  best  to 
comfort  the  old  man.  They  felt  that  they  had  been 
remotely  the  cause  of  the  lad's  death.  "  No  fault  of 
yours,  young  gentlemen,"  he  answered  to  a  remark 
one  of  them  had  made;  "it  was  God's  will  to  call 
the   boy  home.     We  must  never  murmur  at  what 
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God  chooses  to  do.  He  knows  what's  best  for  us. 
Ah,  if  you  had  heard  Mr.  Wesley  preach,  as  I  often 
have,  you'd  understand  these  things  better  than  you 
do,  perhaps."  They  were  glad  to  let  him  talk  on,  as 
the  doing  so  seemed  to  divert  his  mind  from  his 
grief  He  told  them  much  about  the  great  preacher, 
and  among  other  things  that  he  was  never  stopped 
by  weather  from  keeping  an  appointment,  and  that 
thou2;li  wet  throufrh,  with  his  hic;h  boots  full  of 
water,  he  woidd  deliver  his  message  of  love  to  an 
assembled  congregation  before  he  would  change  his 
garments. 

While  they  were  all  asleep  the  fire  had  gone  out. 
They  relighted  it,  and  cooked  an  abundance  of  their 
fish,  and  spread  their  table  with  it,  and  several  other 
things  they  had  discovered.  They  little  knew  how 
the  time  had  gone  by,  and  were  therefore  greatly 
sui-prised  to  find  darkness  again  coming  on.  The 
two  lads  hiu-ried  on  deck,  followed  by  old  Jefferies. 
The  sky  was  still  obscured.  Xo  land  was  in  sight, 
and  only  two  or  three  sails  could  be  observed  in  the 
far  distance.  Tliey  watched  them,  but  they  were 
steering  away  from  the  ship.  It  was  evidently  too 
late,  even  if  old  Jefieries  had  been  strong  enough,  to 
leave  her  that  day.  They  therefore  made  up  their 
minds  to  pass  another  night  on  board,  and  to  leave 
early  the  next  day. 
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"  If  the  sky  is  clear  we  may  do  so,"  observed 
Harry.  "  But  I  have  hunted  everywhere,  and  can 
find  no  compass ;  so  that  unless  we  can  see  the  stars, 
we  shall  be  unable  to  steer  a  right  course.  If  we 
venture  to  make  the  attempt,  we  may  perhaps  find 
ourselves  far  away  in  the  Atlantic,  and  never  be 
able  to  return." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A  STORM — THE  BOAT  LOST — A  DISCOVERY— HARRY  SAVES  DAVIu's 
LIFE — PUMPING — THE   STRANGE   SAIL. 

|XOTHER  night  began  on  board  the  wreck. 
The  boys,  however,  saw  nothing  unpleasant 
in  the  prospect.  They  had  plenty  of  food 
and  firing,  their  clothes  were  dry,  old  Jefferies 
appeared  to  be  recovering,  and  they  hoped  he  would 
be  able  to  assist  them  in  navigating  the  boat  home- 
ward. They  agreed  that  they  would  be  up  by  day- 
light, and  fit  the  boat  with  a  mast  and  sails  and 
oars,  besides  loading  her  with  as  many  provisions  as 
she  could  carry.  They  felt  rather  chilly,  so  they 
made  up  a  fire,  and  sat  chatting  over  it  quite  com- 
fortably, tiU  they  almost  forgot  they  were  out  on 
the  ocean,  no  land  in  sight,  in  a  dismasted  vessel, 
and  all  by  themselves.  Harry  again  broached  the 
idea  of  carrying  in  the  ship  herself,  but  David 
doubted  whether  they  could  manage  to  do  so. 
Harry  then  explained  that  thoy  might  form  jury- 
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masts  out  of  a  number  of  spars  lashed  together,  and 
that  sails  might  be  hoisted  on  these,  hxed  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  deck. 

"The  rudder  is  in  good  order,  so  that  we  may 
just  as  easily  find  our  way  to  the  land,  and  into 
port,  I  hope,  in  the  ship,  as  in  the  boat ;  while  we 
shall  be  far  more  comfortable,  and  not  much  longer 
about  it,  I  should  think,"  he  remarked.  "  I  only 
fear  lest  an  enemy's  cruiser  should  see  us,  and  either 
take  possession  of  the  brig,  or  burn  her,  and  carry  us 
off  prisoners." 

"Not  much  chance  of  that,  I  should  hope," 
answered  David.  "  We  should  not  prove  a  prize  of 
much  value,  after  all." 

"  Oh,  indeed !  they  would  think  it  no  small  thing 
to  capture  a  Britisli  naval  officer,"  remarked  the 
young  mid,  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height, 
which  was  not  very  great ;  "  and  I  vote  we  do  not 
give  in  without  a  fight  for  it." 

"  But  I  only  saw  two  guns  on  deck,  and  I  do  not 
think  that  we  should  be  able  to  work  them,  even  if 
we  can  find  powder  and  shot,"  said  David. 

"  Oh,  there  is  a  store  of  both  on  board,  depend  on 
it,  and  if  we  put  on  a  bold  face,  we  may  drive  off  an 
enemy,  provided  he  is  not  a  very  big  one,"  answered 
the  midshipman. 

Some  time  was   occupied  in  these   discussions. 
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They  then  went  on  deck  and  looked  about  them. 
Though  a  long  slow  swell  swept  as  it  were  occasion- 
ally across  the  ocean,  the  surface  was  otherwise 
perfectly  smooth ;  indeed,  there  was  not  a  breath  of 
air  to  disturb  it,  but  a  thick  mist  hung  over  the  sea, 
which  prevented  any  objects  from  being  seen  even 
at  a  short  distance  off.  This  was  as  likely  to  prove 
advantageous  to  them  as  the  contrary;  and  so, 
having  taken  a  short  walk  on  deck,  they  went 
below,  said  their  prayers,  found  that  the  old  man 
was  asleep,  turned  in  and  followed  his  example. 
Harry  knew  perfectly  well  that,  according  to  strict 
discipline,  a  watch  ought  to  have  been  kept,  but  he 
and  David  agreed  that,  as  there  was  a  calm,  they 
could  not  be  run  down,  and  that  the  wreck  was  not 
likely  to  drift  far  from  where  they  then  were,  while 
it  was  clearly  far  pleasanter  to  be  asleep  than  walk- 
ing the  deck.  Hitherto  they  had  not  had  time  to 
examine  the  hold  or  the  fore  part  of  the  vessel. 
This,  however,  they  purposed  doing  in  the  morning. 
Happy  time  of  youth  !  They  slept  very  soundly  and 
comfortably,  looking  forward  with  confidence  to  the 
future,  and  little  dreaming  what  was  to  happen. 
When  people  have  been  deprived  of  their  night's 
rest,  they  frequently  sleep  a  very  long  time  on  a 
stretch.  Harry  was  awaked  by  David,  who  ex- 
claimed,— 
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"  Dear  me !  the  ship  is  tumbling  about  fearfully ; 
the  gale  must  have  sprung  up  again." 

He  then  heard  old  Jefferies  say,  in  a  weak  voice, 
"  What,  lads,  are  you  there  ?  I  was  afraid  that  you 
had  deserted  the  old  man." 

"  No,  no,  we  would  not  do  that,"  answered  David. 
"  But  I  am  afraid  that  the  ship  must  be  shaken  to 
pieces  if  this  continues." 

"  If  she  has  floated  through  one  gale  she  may  float 
through  another.  We  must  trust  in  God,"  said  the 
old  man.  "  Ali  me !  I  am  very  feeble.  If  we  couldn't 
put  our  faith  in  Him,  we  should  be  badly  off  indeed. 
I  cannot  help  myself,  much  less  you." 

Harry  was  by  this  time  fully  awake,  and  called 
David  to  follow  him  on  deck,  to  ascertain  what  was 
the  matter.  When  David  got  there,  he  wished  him- 
self below  again.  The  gale  had  returned  with  ten- 
fold fury,  and  the  helpless  ship  was  driving  before  it, 
surrounded  by  high  foaming  and  roaring  seas;  the 
mist  had  cleared  away,  but  the  clouds  were  ae  thick 
as  ever,  chasing  each  other  across  the  sky.  Nothing 
else  was  to  be  seen.  Mountain  waves  and  dark 
clouds  almost  pressing  down  on  their  beads — no  sail 
in  sight  to  bring  them  assistance.  So  violently  was 
the  ship  tossed  about,  that  they  could  scarcely  keep 
their  feet,  even  by  holding  on, 

"  Oh,  the  boat !  the  boat ! "  shouted  David.    Just 
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before,  they  had  seen  her  still  afloat,  secured  by  the 
hawser,  when  a  heavy  sea,  roUing  towards  the  ship, 
broke  aboard  the  boat,  and  filled  her  in  an  instant. 
She  rose  on  the  top  of  a  high  foaming  sea,  when  the 
thwart  to  which  the  two  ropes  were  secured  was  torn 
out  of  her,  and  the  next  moment  she  sunk  from  sight. 
The  boys  looked  at  each  other  for  a  minute  or  more 
without  speaking. 

"  We  shall  have  to  stick  to  the  ship  now,  at  all 
events,"  said  Harry  at  last. 

"  I  hope  that  the  ship  will  stick  to  us,  and  keep 
afloat,  then,"  remarked  David. 

"We'll  sound  the  well  presently,  and  see  what 
water  she  has  in  her,"  said  Harry.  "  In  the  mean- 
time, let  us  go  down  into  the  hold,  and  see  of  what 
her  cargo  consists.  Much  depends  on  that,  whether 
or  not  she  keeps  afloat.  I  want  to  have  a  look  into 
the  fore  peak  also ;  I  cannot  make  out  why  the  vessel 
should  have  been  deserted." 

The  main  hatch  was  on,  and  as  it  woidd  have 
been  dangerous  to  lift  it,  even  if  they  could  have 
done  so,  when  any  moment  the  deck  might  have 
been  swept  by  a  sea,  they  worked  their  way  on  to 
the  fore  hatch.  This  was  not  secured.  They  de- 
scended. It  was  some  time  before  they  could  see 
about  them  in  the  close,  dark,  and  dirty  abode  of 
the  seamen.     On  either  side  were  bed-places,  one 
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above  another,  with  a  few  large  wooden  chests  below 
them,  and  jackets  and  trousers,  and  various  other 
articles,  hanging  up  against  the  bulkhead.  They  ob- 
served nothing  of  consequence,  and  as  the  atmosphere 
was  stifling,  they  were  about  to  climb  up  again  on 
deck,  when  a  low  groan  was  heard.  Both  were  brave 
fellows,  but  it  must  be  confessed  that  their  hearts 
sunk,  and  their  first  impulse  was  to  huny  up  the 
ladder  as  fast  as  they  could  go.  Again  there  was  a 
groan.  They  looked  at  each  other.  Was  it  a  human 
voice  ?  There  could  be  little  doubt  about  that. 
Where  could  it  come  from  ?  They  stopped  for  a  few 
seconds,  holding  on  to  the  ladder,  to  recover  their 
composure.  The  voice  came  from  one  of  the  berths  ; 
of  that  they  were  soon  satisfied.  Just  then  Harry 
observed  a  small  locker  close  to  the  ladder,  and  put- 
ting in  his  hand  found  a  candle  and  tinder-box.  A 
light  was  soon  struck,  and  they  approached  the  berth 
whence  the  groans  had  proceeded.  It  is  not  sur- 
prising that  they  should  have  started  back  with 
horror.  The  dim  light  of  the  candle  fell  on  the 
ghastly  features  of  a  human  being,  who,  except  that 
his  eyes  moved  wildly,  might  have  been  taken  for  a 
corpse.  His  beard  was  long  and  tangled,  and  blood, 
which  had  flowed  from  a  fearful  gash  across  his  brow, 
stained  the  blankets  in  which  he  was  wrapped.  His 
eyes  were  staring  wildly,  his  mouth  was  open.     He 
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seemed  at  the  point  of  death.  Yet  be  was  not  dying 
of  starvation,  for  within  his  reach  hung  a  bottle  of 
water  and  a  bag  of  biscuits.  Why,  however,  he  had 
been  deserted  was  a  mystery  which  he  himself 
seemed  incapable  of  solving.  In  vain  Harry  and 
David  asked  him.  Not  a  Avord  did  he  speak  in 
answer  to  their  questions.  He  was,  however,  con- 
scious of  their  presence,  they  thought,  by  the  way 
his  eyes  followed  them  as  they  moved  about  the 
cabin.  Had  they  discovered  him  before,  they  might 
have  been  of  some  assistance  to  him,  but  they  could 
not  now  even  attempt  to  move  him  into  another 
berth.  David,  however,  undertook  to  get  some  better 
food  from  the  cabin.  Harry  did  not  feel  altogether 
comfortable  when  left  alone  with  the  dying  man. 
He  looked  so  horrible,  and  the  groans  which  he 
uttered  were  so  fearful.  David  seemed  to  be  absent 
a  long  time.  He  did  not  like  to  leave  the  wretched 
man,  or  he  would  have  gone  to  look  for  him.  "What 
could  have  become  of  David  ?  The  sea  every  now 
and  then  washed  with  a  loud  sound  across  the  deck. 
Could  he  have  been  carried  away  by  it?  How 
dreadful  the  thought !  He  went  back  to  the  dying 
man,  and  stood  over  him,  hoping  that  he  might  return, 
to  consciousness.  Suddenly  the  man  sat  up,  and 
pointing  with  his  thin  hand  across  the  cabin,  uttered 
a  loud  shriek,  and  sinking  back  was  a  corpse.     The 
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young  midshipman  was  left  alone  in  the  dark  fore 
peak  of  the  sinking  vessel.  The  sad  thought  came 
across  him  that  perhaps  he  might  be  the  only  living 
person  on  board.  Old  Jefferies  was  apparently  on 
the  point  of  death,  and  perhaps  David  had  been 
washed  overboard.  As  he  could  be  of  no  use  where 
he  was,  he  determined  to  ascertain  the  worst,  and 
climbed  up  on  deck,  immediately  closing  the  hatch 
again.  He  looked  about  him.  David  was  not  to  be 
seen.  Even  during  the  time  he  had  been  below 
matters  had  grown  worse — the  ship  was  tumbling 
about  more  than  ever,  and  the  seas,  which  rose  high 
above  the  bulwarks,  seemed  every  instant  about  to 
engulf  her.  But  where  was  David  ?  He  worked 
his  way,  not  without  great  danger  of  being  carried 
overboard,  to  the  companion  hatch,  over  which, 
stooping  down,  he  shouted  David's  name.  His  heart 
sank  within  him.  There  was  no  answer.  "  David  ! 
David!"  he  cried  again.  "Oh,  David,  where  are 
you?"  Was  his  dear  brave  friend  really  gone? 
Ju&t  then  he  observed  that  some  rigging  had  been 
washed  over  the  starboard  quarter,  and  he  fancied 
that  lie  heard  a  faint  cry.  From  the  temporary 
position  of  the  wreck,  the  sea  ceased  just  then  to 
break  aboard.  Harry  sprang  aft,  and  there,  clinging 
desperately  to  the  rigging,  now  almost  under  water, 
now  lifted  into  the  air,  as  the  stern  of  the  ship  was 
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throwTi  upwards,  he  saw  David.  His  friend  recog- 
nised him,  hut  seemed  unable  to  speak.  Though 
Harry  could  nci  swim  he  could  cUmb  well,  and  was 
strong  and  active.  His  immediate  impulse  was  to 
fasten  a  rope  round  his  own  waist,  the  other  end 
secured  round  a  stanchion,  and  to  spring  towards 
David.  "  We  will  die  together,"  he  said  to  himself 
as  he  did  so,  "  or  I  will  save  him.  May  we  be  pro- 
tected ! "  He  alighted  on  a  spar  close  to  David, 
whose  arm  he  saw  was  caught  by  a  rope,  from  which 
he  could  not  disengage  himself.  To  do  this  without 
the  risk  of  his  friend  being  washed  away  w^as  no 
easy  task.  He  succeeded  at  length,  however,  in 
doing  so,  and  by  an  effort,  of  which  he  woidd  not 
have  thought  himself  capable,  he  scrambled  up  on 
deck  again  by  means  of  the  tangled  mass  of  ropes, 
and  tattered  sails  and  spars,  which  hung  overboard. 
Then,  dreading  that  another  sea  would  come  and 
sweep  tliem  back  together  into  the  seething  ocean, 
they  tottered  to  the  companion  hatchway,  down  which 
Hariy  half  dragged,  lialf  caiTied  liis  frienO,  closing 
the  hatch  above  him.  Scarcely  had  he  done  so  than 
a  tremendous  blow  on  the  hatch,  and  the  loud  rusli- 
ing  sound  of  the  water  as  it  passed  over  the  deck, 
told  them  that  another  sea  had  broken  aboard,  which 
w^ould  in  all  probability  have  sw^ept  them  away  to 
destruction.     They  fell  on  their  knees  in  thankful- 
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iiess  as  they  reached  tlie  cabin,  that  they  had  been 
thus  providentially  preserved.  They  then  went  to 
the  berth  in  which  old  JefFeries  lay.  He  was  still 
too  weak  to  move,  but  perfectly  sensible.  They  told 
him  what  had  just  occurred,  and  of  the  death  of  the 
poor  seaman  whom  they  had  discovered  in  the  fore 
peak;  He  could  not  coujecture  why  the  man  had 
been  left  there.  The  boys,  however,  thought  that, 
by  examining  all  the  papers,  they  might  elucidate 
the  mystery.  They  feared,  from  the  appearance  of 
the  poor  stranger,  that  some  foul  deed  had  been  done 
on  board.  Now,  however,  they  were  more  concerned 
about  themselves.  The  brig  had  hitherto  withstood 
all  the  buffeting  she  had  received  without  apparently 
leaking  much,  but  would  she  continue  to  do  so? 
Old  Jefferies  thought  not.  He  had  heard,  he  said, 
strange  sounds  as  he  lay  in  bed,  which  he  knew  well 
proceeded  from  water  forcing  its  way  into  the  hold, 
or  rather  from  the  air  which  was  thereby  forced  out 
— groans,  and  sighs,  and  low  cries. 

"  Some  people,  when  they  hear  these  sounds  for 
the  first  time,  think  that  the  ship  is  full  of  ghosts 
and  spirits,  and  that  they  are  crying  out  that  she  is 
going  down,"  observed  the  old  man.  "  But  I  know 
better.  I  wish  that  I  hadn't  heard  them,  for  they 
make  me  sad.  Not  for  myself,  though,  for  I  am  well- 
nigh  worn  out,  and  that  poor  boy's  death  weighs 
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heavy  on  me.  I  daren't  face  his  grandmother,  and 
tell  her  that  he  is  gone.  But,  boys,  I  am  sorry  for 
you.  You  are  yoimg  and  full  of  life,  and  there  are 
many  who  love  you  on  shore,  and  will  mourn  your 
loss." 

"What,  do  you  think  that  the  ship  is  going 
down  ? "  exclaimed  Harry  and  David  together,  in  a 
very  natm-al  tone  of  dismay. 

"  It  would  be  cruel  in  me  not  to  tell  you  so,  and 
I  hope  that  you  are  prepared  to  die,  my  boys,"  an- 
swered the  old  man.  "  Still  I  don't  say  but  that  in 
God's  mercy  you  may  escape.  A  vessel  may  heave 
in  sight  in  time  to  take  you  off,  or  you  may  build  a 
raft,  and  it  may  float  you  till  you  are  picked  up.  I 
don't  say  give  in,  but  be  prepared  for  the  worst." 

The  boys  listened  calmly  to  what  the  old  man 
said. 

"  We  will  hope  for  the  best,  rig  the  pumps,  and 
try  and  keep  her  free,"  answered  Harry. 

"  Not  much  hope  of  that,  I  fear,"  said  the  old  man, 

"  We  can  but  try,"  exclaimed  David.  "  Let  us  go 
on  deck  at  once,  and  see  what  we  can  do." 

"  You  may  be  washed  overboard  if  you  go  now  on 
deck,"  said  old  Jefferies.  "  You  must  wait  tUl  the 
sea  goes  down  again  somewhat,  and  you  may  then 
pump  away  with  a  will." 

The  latter  part  of  this  advice  the  boys  agreed,  after 
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waiting  some  time,  to  disregard.  If  fhe  ship  was 
sinking,  the  sooner  the  water  could  be  pumped  out 
of  her  the  better.  They  fancied,  also,  that  she  rolled 
less  than  before.  In  spite  of  the  old  man's  warnings, 
they  once  more,  therefore,  found  their  way  on  deck. 
The  state  of  the  wreck  seemed  almost  hopeless,  but, 
hke  brave  boys  as  they  were,  they  still  kept  to  their 
resolution^  of  trying  to  pump  out  the  water.  They 
fortunately  found  the  brake  of  the  pump,  as  the 
handle  is  called,  and  shipping  it,  began  to  work  away 
with  might  and  main.  The  water  quickly  came  up 
in  a  clear,  bright  stream,  which  told  too  plainly, 
without  their  sounding  the  well,  the  large  amount  of 
water  which  had  either  leaked  in  or  found  its  way 
belpw.  They  had  left  their  coats  and  shoes  in  the 
cabin,  everything  that  would  encumber  them,  in  case 
they  should  be  washed  from  their  hold.  The  waves 
rose  up  around  them,  the  spray  in  dense  showers 
dashing  every  instant  over  their  heads,  and  almost 
blinding  them  when  it  struck  them  in  the  face. 
Still  undaunted  they  stood  at  their  post. 

"  This  must  tell,"  exclaimed  David,  as  he  watched 
the  fuU  stream  flowing  from  the  pump.  "  If  we  get 
the  ship  clear,  all  may  yet  be  well." 

"  It  may  be  coming  in  faster  than  we  are  pumping 
it  out,"  said  Harry.  "  Still  it  may  keep  us  afloat  tiU 
help  comes." 


PUMPING.  6i 


"  I  am  afraid  that  there  is  not  much  prospect  of 
that,"  said  David.  "  Though,  to  be  sure,  we  cannot 
be  so  very  far  from  land,  or  those  screeching  sea- 
gulls would  not  be  hovering  about  us." 

"  They  have  powerful  wings,  and  can  fly  a  long 
way  from  land,"  observed  Harry.  "  Those  come  pro- 
bably from  the  west  coast  of  Ireland." 

These  remarks  were  made  at  intervals  and  by 
jerks,  as  it  were,  while  they  stopped  pumping  for  an 
instant  to  change  their  position.  They  were  encou- 
raged to  persevere,  first,  by  believing  that  their  efforts 
were  producing  some  effect  on  the  amount  of  water 
in  the  ship,  and  then,  by  observing  that  the  sea  was 
again  going  down.  During  one  of  these  intervals, 
when  the  wreck  had  been  thrown  higher  iip  than 
usual,  Harry  exclaimed,  "  A  sail !  a  sail !  she  is 
standing  this  way." 

The  glimpse  was  momentary,  and  before  David 
could  catch  sight  of  the  stranger  the  ship  had  again 
sunk  into  the  trough  of  the  sea.  In  vain  David 
looked  out  for  the  ship.  Still  Harry  asserted  that 
he  was  not  mistaken.  After  pumping  for  some 
tiine  they  were  compelled  to  knock  off  from  fatigue. 
For  fear  of  being  washed  away  they  lashed  them- 
selves to  the  stump  of  the  nearest  mast,  and  thus 
secured  they  lay  down  on  the  wet  deck  to  rest. 
Again  they  rose  bravely  to  their  work,  but  each  time 
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they  had  to  stop  pumping  they  rested  for  a  longer 
period,  and  continued  pumping  after  it  for  a  shorter 
period. 

David,  at  last,  caught  sight  of  the  vessel  Harry 
had  seen,  and  was  also  of  opinion  that  she  was  ap- 
proaching them.  The  hope  of  being  saved,  which 
had  never  died,  now  grew  stronger  and  stronger. 
Now,  as  the  wreck  was  lifted  up  the  side  of  a  sea,  or 
the  stranger  mounted  a  foaming  billow,  her  whole 
hull  was  visible,  and  they  saw  she  was  a  long,  low 
black  schooner.  Even  at  that  distance  Harry  did 
not  like  her  appearance.  To  satisfy  himself  he  went 
to  the  companion  hatch,  inside  of  which  a  telescope 
was  hung  up.  AVith  it  both  lie  and  David  took  a 
nwoxQ  exact  examination  of  the  stranger,  and  came 
to  the  same  conclusion. 

"  She  is  not  an  English  craft,  of  that  I  am  certain," 
observed  Harry.  "  She  may  be  a  privateer,  but  is 
more  like  those  rascally  pirates  who  infest  the  West 
Indies  and  African  coast,  and  used  to  be  found  down 
on  the  Spanish  main ;  she  has  a  large  crew,  too,  I 
see.  Now,  I  suspect,  if  we  were  to  got  aboard  her 
the  fellows  would  make  us  join  them  or  walk  the 
plank.  Still,  it  might  be  better  to  pretend  to  enter 
on  board  than  to  go  down  with  this  wreck.  What 
do  vou  sav  ? " 
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"  If  yonder  craft  is  of  the  cliaracter  yoii  fancy,  I 
say  let  us  stick  to  the  ^vreck  ;  but  we  will  ask  old 
Jefferies  what  he  thinks  about  it — we  wouldn't  leave 
him  on  any  account ;  at  the  same  time,  if  he  wishes 
to  go,  I  should  say  that  we  ought  to  go." 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  answered  Harry.  "  Let  us 
pump  away  tiU  she  gets  nearer,  and  then  we  wUl  go 
and  consult  Jefferies." 

The  schooner  approached,  and  a  nearer  view  only 
confirmed  the  boys  in  their  opinion  of  her  character. 
Why  she  came  near  the  wreck  it  was  difficult  to  say. 
Another  look  through  the  spy-glass  showed  them  a 
number  of  men  on  board  and  several  guns  on  her 
deck. 

"  I  do  not  suppose  they  will  troiible  themselves 
about  us  unless  we  hail  them,  and  then,  perhaps, 
they  might  endeavour  to  take  us  off  the  wreck,  but 
I  am  not  quite  certain  about  it,"  observed  Harr}^ 
They  were  standing  while  speaking  inside  the  com- 
panion hatch,  with  their  heads  just  above  it. 

The  schooner  was  coming  up  fast.  Suddenly  the 
ports  nearest  them  were  opened,  wreaths  of  smoke 
burst  forth,  and  several  shots  whistled  close  above 
their  heads,  one  going  through  the  bulwarks  and 
ploughing  up  the  deck.  Their  impulse  was  to  jump 
below.     They  could  do  nothing  to  help  themselves, 
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but  they  hoped  that  the  strangers  would  not  con- 
tinue to  make  a  target  of  them. 

Jefferies  had  heard  the  shots,  and  wondered  why 
they  had  been  fired.  When  they  told  him  their 
suspicions,  he  advised  them  to  keep  below. 

"I  have  my  thoughts  on  the  subject,"  he  remarked. 
"  Hark !  they  are  firing  again ;  there !  another  shot 
struck  the  ship.  If  it  was  not  for  the  heavy  sea 
running  we  should  be  worse  off  than  we  are.  It  is 
no  easy  matter  to  take  aim  from  the  deck  of  a  craft 
tumbling  about  as  the  schooner  must  be.  If  it  was, 
depend  upon  it  there  would  be  a  score  or  more  sent 
into  the  brig  between  wind  and  water." 

"  But  why  should  the  schooner's  people  be  so 
anxious  to  make  a  target  of  the  brig?"  asked 
David. 

"To  sink  her,  answered  the  old  man.  "They 
think,  if  fallen  in  with,  she  might  tell  a  tale  they 
don't  wish  to  have  known.  That's  my  notion,  but 
I  may  be  wrong." 

"There  they  go  again  at  it!"  exclaimed  Harry. 
"Two  shots  struck  us.  Don't  you  think,  David, 
that  we  had  better  go  on  deck  and  show  ourselves  ? 
They  would  scarcely  try  to  sink  the  wreck  if  they 
found  that  there  were  people  on  board,  even  though 
they  might  not  take  us  off." 

"The  very  reason  that  would   make  them  still 
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more  anxious  to  send  us  to  the  bottom.    You  had 
better  not  show  yourselves,"  said  the  old  man ;  but 
the  lads  did  not  hear  him,  for  they  were  already  01 
their  way  on  deck. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

MAKING    A    BAFT — ^AFLOAT    ON     IT — XEB    GEIBF    AT    HOMB- 
CAPTAIN  EYMER's  APPOINTMENT— THE  VOYAGE. 


HAT  raging  sea,  which  it  appeared  at  first 
would  prove  the  destruction  of  those  on 
board  the  brig,  was  in  reality  the  means 
of  their  preservation.  Just  as  the  boys  got  their 
heads  above  the  companion  hatch,  another  whole 
broadside  was  let  fly,  and.  though  many  of  the  shots 
j)assed  over  the  ship,  two  or  three  struck  her  between 
wind  and  water.  Had  the  sea  been  calmer,  many 
more  probably  would  have  found  their  way  through 
her  sides,  and  she  must  instantly  have  gone  to  the 
bottom.  Such  was  the  fate  the  boys,  not  without 
good  reason,  now  anticipated  for  her.  Another  broad- 
side would  prove  sufficient. 

"  Had  we  not  better  show  ourselves,  and  ask  to  be 
taken  on  board  ? "  said  David. 

"  What,  boys  and  be  murdered  "  cried  the   old 
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man  from  below.  "  Stick  to  the  ship,  and  don't 
trust  those  villains.  There's  One  who  will  take  care 
of  you  if  you  put  faith  in  Him." 

"Old  Jefiferies  is  right.  Let  us  die  rather  than 
go  on  board  the  pirate,"  said  Harry. 

Once  more  they  climbed  up  the  companion  ladder, 
from  which  they  had  jumped  down  at  the  last 
broadside.  They  watched  the  schooner.  She  had 
tacked,  as  if  about  to  nm  down  close  to  them,  and 
deliver  another  broadside.  Seeing  this,  they  were 
prepared  to  leap  back  into  the  cabin,  when  suddenly 
she  hauled  her  tacks  aboard,  and  stood  directly  away 
from  them.  Did  her  crew  believe  that  the  shots 
they  had  fired  would  speedily  effect  their  supposed 
purpose,  and  take  the  brig  to  the  bottom,  or  were 
they  only  firing  for  practice  ?  As  soon  as  the 
schooner  liad  got  a  little  distance  off,  the  boys 
jumped  on  deck  and  hurried  to  the  pump.  Hany 
first  sounded  the  well.     His  face  grew  very  serious. 

"  David,"  he  said,  "  the  water  has  gained  fearfully 
on  us.  The  shot-holes  must  be  letting  in  tlie  water 
fast,  and  I  do  not  think  that  the  brig  can  float 
another  hour — perhaps  not  ten  minutes." 

"AVhat  are  we  to  do,  then  ?"  asked  David. 

""  Build  a  raft,"  answered  Harry.  "  There  are 
plenty  of  spars.  I  saw  some  carpenter's  tools  and 
large  nails  in  the  cabin,  and  we  may  break  off  the 
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hatches.  They  will  help  us.  We  must  be  sharp 
about  it,  though." 

Of  this  there  could  be  no  doubt.  That  they 
might  give  the  old  fisherman  a  better  chance  of 
saving  his  life,  they  agreed  to  get  him  up  first.  By 
taking  an  abundance  of  food  and  rest,  he  had  greatly 
recovered  his  strength,  and  was  now  able  to  do  as 
they  proposed. 

"  If  I  cannot  work,  I  may  give  you  my  advice," 
he  observed.  "  I  have  more  than  once  had  to  trust 
to  a  raft  for  my  life." 

The  cat  followed  them  on  deck.  The  old  man 
shook  his  head  when  he  saw  her. 

"She  knows  that  the  cabin  is  no  longer  a  safe 
place  for  her,  and  that  she  will  be  better  off  up  here," 
he  said,  as  the  boys  placed  him  on  a  heavy  coil  of 
rope  near  the  mainmast.  The  ship  was  happily  more 
quiet  than  she  had  before  been,  and  the  boys,  having 
collected  all  the  spars  and  planks  they  could  find,  as 
well  as  some  chairs  and  a  table  from  the  cabin,  com- 
menced, under  old  Jefferies'  directions,  to  form  the 
proposed  raft.  They  worked  away  with  all  their 
might,  knowing  well  that  a  few  minutes'  delay  would 
be  fatal.  A  large  raft  was  not  required,  as  it  had  to 
support  only  three  persons  and  their  provisions.  The 
great  tiling  was  to  make  it  strong  enough.  They 
brought  up  all  the  small  rope  they  could  find   and 
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lashed  the  stoutest  of  the  spars  together,  so  as  to 
form  an  oblong  framework,  with  a  centre  spar  as  a 
keel.  They  further  secured  them  with  large  nails. 
Then  they  placed  planks  and  smaller  spars  across 
this,  with  the  table,  top  downwards,  and  the  chairs 
on  their  backs,  secured  to  it.  They  managed  to 
wrench  off  two  of  the  cabin  doors,  and  these,  nailed 
down  and  lashed  across  the  raft,  raised  the  deck  and 
increased  its  strength.  Besides  the  chairs,  there  were 
some  strong  stools  in  the  cabin.  These  they  nailed 
down  at  each  corner,  and  secured  them  also  by 
lashings,  with  their  legs  up.  They  then  passed  ropes 
round  the  legs,  thus  forming  a  sort  of  bulwark  that 
might  save  them  from  being  washed  off  the  raft. 
They  had  still  much  to  do  after  this  before  the  raft 
would  be  complete.  They  wanted  a  couple  of  chests 
in  which  to  keep  their  provisions,  a  cask  for  water, 
a  mast  and  sails,  and  oars,  and  blankets  to  keep  them 
warm  at  night.  They  had  been  some  time  at  work, 
and  the  water  was  already  over  the  cabin  floor.  Any 
attempt  to  save  the  vessel  was  now  hopeless.  Harry, 
happening  to  look  up,  saw  what,  had  he  been  on  the 
watch,  he  would  have  observed  long  before,  a  large 
ship,  under  a  press  of  sail,  at  no  great  distance.  Was 
the  wreck  seen  by  those  on  board  ?  If  so,  their 
prospect  of  escape  was  greatly  improved.  They 
hoped  that  they  were  seen,  for  although  they  were 
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thankful  that  they  had  had  time  to  form  a  raft,  they 
knew  well  that  at  best  it  was  a  perilous  means  of 
support,  that  it  might  be  upset  or  dashed  to  pieces, 
or  that  they  might  float  about  on  it  unseen  till  all 
their  provisions  and  water  were  exhausted,  and  then 
die  of  starvation  and  thirst.  They  earnestly  hoped, 
therefore,  that  they  might  be  seen  from  the  passing 
ship.  They  had  reserved  a  short  spar  as  a  mast  for 
the  raft.  To  this  they  fastened  a  flag,  and  secured  it 
to  the  mainmast.  So  occupied  were  they,  indeed,  in 
watching  the  stranger,  that  for  a  few  minutes  they 
forgot  to  go  on  with  their  raft,  till  recalled  by  old 
Jefferies  to  continue  the  important  work.  They  had 
now  to  search  for  some  chests.  They  had  seen 
several  in  the  fore  peak.  It  was  with  a  degree  of 
awe,  perhaps  not  altogether  free  from  fear,  that  they 
again  went  to  where  the  dead  seaman  lay.  They 
quickly  cut  two  chests  clear  of  the  lashings  whicli 
secured  them,  and  were  emptying  them  of  their 
contents,  when  they  came  upon  a  box  or  case,  the 
size  of  an  ordinary  writing-case.  It  was  of  foreign 
manufacture,  and  secured  with  strong  brass  bands. 
When  taking  it  out  with  other  things,  Harr}^  heard 
a  sound  like  the  chink  of  money  within.  He  shook 
it.  There  was  no  doubt  about  the  matter.  "  We'll 
keep  it.  It  may  be  useful,  and  it  is  our  lawful 
prize,"  he  observed,  as  he  put  it  back  into  the  chest. 
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Fastening  ropes  to  the  handles  of  the  chests,  they 
were  soon  hauled  on  deck,  and  secured  to  the  raft. 
Xow  came  the  important  work  of  provisioning  their 
ark  of  safety.  They  had  already  got  on  deck  some 
biscuits,  and  salt  beef  and  pork  uncooked.  They 
again  descended  for  more  articles  which  they  had 
seen,  and  which,  together  with  some  blankets,  they 
brought  up.  Once  more  they  went  below,  and  even 
during  the  short  time  they  had  been  on  deck,  they 
observed  that  the  water  had  considerably  risen.  Still 
they  were  persevering  in  their  search  for  more  pro- 
visions, when  old  Jefferies'  voice  summoned  them 
hastily  on  deck. 

"She  is  going  down! — she  is  going  down!"  he 
shouted. 

They  rushed  up,  and  had  just  time  to  drag  him  on 
to  the  raft,  and  to  sei^e  the  oars  and  spars  they  had 
got  ready,  when  the  vessel's  bow  rose,  and  her  stern 
gradually  sank,  till  she  glided  away  towards  the 
bottom,  literally  from  beneath  their  feet.  Just  before 
this  the  cat,  who  seemed  determined  to  stick  to  the 
vessel  to  the  last,  made  a  spring  on  to  the  raft,  where 
she  stood  trembling  with  fear  and  astonishment  at 
the  disappearance  of  her  home.  As  soon  as  the 
water  reached  the  raft,  by  means  of  the  poles  they 
shoved  off  from  the  wreck,  and  then  pulled  away 
with  all  their  might,  so  as  completely  to  cleai'  her. 
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The  raft  rocked  violently,  and,  in  spite  of  all  their 
efforts,  seemed  dragged  towards  the  vortex  formed  by 
the  sinking  vessel.  In  another  instant  the  brig  was 
no  longer  to  be  seen,  and  her  secret,  whatever  it  was, 
was  buried  with  her.  They  looked  anxiously  around. 
The  ship  was  standing  in  the  direction  the  schooner 
had  gone.  They  floated  alone  on  that  wild,  stormy 
waste  of  waters.  The  old  man  had  been  placed  in 
the  middle  of  the  raft,  while  the  boys  took  their 
places  on  either  side  of  him,  endeavouring  with  the 
oars  to  keep  the  raft  before  the  seas.  Among  other 
things  placed  on  it  were  some  carpenter's  tools, 
spars,  blankets,  and  a  good  supply  of  rope.  They 
had  thus  the  means  of  rigging  a  mast.  They  did 
this  by  nailing  boards  between  the  two  front  legs  of 
the  table,  and  lashing  the  mast  to  the  middle  of  the 
boards,  while  they  carried  stays  forward  and  on 
either  side.  The  wind  was  so  much  warmer,  that 
they  supposed  it  mufit  have  shifted  to  the  west, 
though  the  thick  clouds  which  still  shrouded  the 
sky  prevented  them  from  finding  out  the  points  of 
the  compass.  By  Jefferies'  advice,  they  continued 
making  the  arrangements  which  have  been  described, 
though  they  still  hoped  they  might  be  seen  from 
the  passing  ship,  which  Harry  declared  to  be  the 
frigate  to  which  he  belonged — the  Ariadne.  At  last, 
however,  they  had  to  abandon  this  hope,    a3   the 
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frigate  continued  her  course,  in  chase,  apparently,  of 
the  mysterious  schooner.  Unless  seen  by  some 
other  vessel,  Harry  and  David  felt  that  they  must 
now,  humanly  speaking,  depend  on  their  ovm.  exer- 
tions for  reaching  the  shore.  Harry  rigged  a  mast ; 
they  next  fitted  a  saU,  and  with  no  small  satisfaction 
hoisted  it.  By  fixing  an  oar  so  as  to  act  as  a  rudder 
astern,  the  raft,  as  soon  as  the  sail  was  hoisted, 
behaved  remarkably  well,  and  glided  over  the  seas 
with  considerable  ease  and  rapidity.  Theu'  spirits 
rose  again,  for  they  fully  believed  that  they  should 
in  two  or  three  days  reach  either  the  English  or  the 
Irish  coast.  They  had  no  idea  how  far  to  the  west- 
ward they  had  been  driven.  By  degrees  the  sea  went 
down,  which  was  very  pleasant,  but  so  also  did  the 
wind,  till  it  became  a  perfect  calm.  An  end  was 
thus  put  to  their  hopes  of  soon  reaching  the  land. 
However,  they  were  far  more  comfortable  than  they 
had  been  for  some  time.  The  afternoon  sun  shone 
out  brightly,  and  dried  their  clothes ;  and  they  had 
plenty  to  eat — biscuits,  and  cooked  meat,  and  cheese 
and  butter,  and  figs  and  raisins,  and  several^ther 
fruits,  and  some  bottles  of  wine,  of  which  they  wisely 
partook  very  sparingly.  It,  however,  did  the  old  man 
much  good,  and  he  appeared  to  have  recovered  both 
his  strength  and  spirits.  Although  well  off  in  many 
respects,  they  had,  however,  a  scarcity  of  one  article. 
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■without  whicli  they  could  not  hope  to  prolong  exist- 
ence. That  was  water.  They  could  only  secure  one 
small  cask,  and  they  saw,  therefore,  that  they  must 
husband  the  precious  liquid  with  the  greatest  care. 

They  now  floated  tranquilly  on  the  calm  waters, 
and  though  they  would  far  rather  have  been  sailing 
northward,  they  were  thus  enabled  to  strengthen  the 
raft,  and  to  prepare  for  it  encountering  any  more 
rough  weather  which  might  come  on.  They  had 
made  old  Jefferies  as  comfortable  as  they  could  in 
the  centre  of  the  raft,  and  they  soon  had  the  satis- 
faction of  finding  that  he  had  fallen  asleep.  Having 
accomplished  all  that  could  be  done,  they  began  to 
chat  away  as  composedly  as  if  nothing  very  parti- 
cular had  occurred.  They  went  on,  indeed,  almost 
with  the  conversation  which  had  been  interrupted 
when  they  discovered  that  the  rock  on  which  they 
were  sitting  was  surrounded  by  water.  Strange  to 
say,  Harry  expressed  no  wish  or  intention  of  leaving 
the  profession  ho  had  embraced  should  they  reach 
the  shore,  while  David  was  as  determined  as  ever  to 
enter  it  should  he  be  able  to  obtain  his  father's  leave. 
*  No  wonder,  when  the  long  list  of  glorious  victories 
won  by  the  British  navy  was  fresh  in  the  memory  of 
the  nation,  and  naval  ofiicers  in  all  social  circles  were 
looked  upon  and  courted  as  heroes.  At  length  old 
Jefferies  awoke. 
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"  Now,  boys,  you  must  take  your  rest,"  lie  said. 
"  You  have  watched  for  me,  and  now  I'll  watch  for 
you.  It  won't  do  for  us  all  to  nap  together,  and  if  I 
see  any  change  I'U  caU  you.  Never  fear,  puss  and  I 
will  look  after  the  ship." 

The  boys  did  not  require  a  second  bidding,  but 
stretching  themselves  inside  the  legs  of  the  upturned 
table,  were  soon  fast  asleep. 

We  must  now  return  for  a  short  time  to  theii 
friends  on  shore.  Poor  !Mrs.  Merryweather  was 
almost  broken-hearted  on  being  at  length  compelled 
to  give  up  all  hopes  of  ever  again  seeing  her  gallant 
son,  and  on  being  able  to  account  in  no  other  way  for 
hlg  and  his  friend's  disappearance  than  that  they  had 
fallen  over  a  cliff,  or  been  washed  away  by  the  sea. 
She  knew  where  to  go  for  comfort  and  consolation ; 
and  her  chief  satisfaction,  when  she  heard  that  old 
jVIrs.  Jefferies  had  lost  her  husband  and  grandson  on 
the  same  night,  was  to  show  her  whence  she  could 
derive  the  same  consolation  she  herself  had  found. 
It  was  a  sore  trial  to  the  poor  old  woman.  ]Mr.  and 
]\rrs.  Morton  also  did  their  best  to  comfort  her; 
indeed,  had  it  not  been  for  them  she  would  have  been 
compelled  to  resort  to  the  workhouse  for  support, 
Tliey  sympathized  with  the  old  woman,  not  because 
they  were  aware  of  the  service  her  husband  had  ren- 
dered those  dear  to  them,  but  because   as  they  sup- 
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posed,  a  like  calamity  had  overtaken  her  and  them- 
selves at  the  same  time.  Still  Mr.  Morton  did  not 
cease  for  a  long  time  to  have  search  made  for  them, 
till  at  length  he  was  with  a  sad  heart  compelled  to 
give  it  up  in  despair.  Captain  Eymer  sympathized 
heartily  with  his  neighbour's  misfortune,  and  pretty 
little  Mary  shed  many  a  tear  for  the  loss  of  her  two 
friends.  Several  months  passed  by,  and  still  no  news 
came  of  the  lost  ones.  With  great  reluctance  the 
two  families  at  length  went  into  mourning.  It  was 
a  sad  day,  for  it  was  an  acknowledgment  that  hope 
was  given  up,  and  that  the  two  dear  lads  were  no 
longer  among  the  living. 

o  o  o 

One  morning  Captain  Eymer  and  his  family  were 
seated  at  breakfast;  Mrs.  Eymer  had  just  poured 
out  a  cup  of  tea,  and  Mary  had  handed  it  to  him 
with  a  slice  of  toast  which  she  had  carefully  but- 
tered, when  the  post-bag  was  brought  into  the  room. 
He  opened  it,  and  drew  forth  a  long  official-looking 
envelope. 

"  No  other  letter  ?"  asked  his  wife. 

"  No,  not  one ;  and  this  is  probably  of  no  great 
importance  either,"  he  answered,  placing  it  by  his 
side,  and  beginning  to  eat  the  toast  Mary  had  just 
given  him.  Captain  Eymer  had  been  actively  en- 
gaged during  the  whole  of  the  late  war  in  many  dan- 
gerous and  arduous  services,  and,  like  other  officers, 
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felt  somewhat  aggrieved  that  his  services  had  not 
been  fully  recognised.  He  had  frequently  applied 
for  some  civil  appointment,  but  his  requests  had  not 
been  attended  to,  and  the  only  results  were  polite 
answers,  couched  in  the  same  official  language, 
stating  that  his  merits  would  be  duly  considered. 
At  last  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was  to  be  laid 
on  the  shelf,  and  that  he  should  never  get  anything. 
However,  when  he  had  finished  his  toast,  he  opened 
the  letter. 

"This  is  indeed  what  I  little  expected,"  he  ex- 
claimed,    "  I  am  appointed  as  Lieutenant-Governor 

of  St. ,  in  the  "West  Indies.     It  is  one  of  the 

most  healthy  of  the  islands.  I  have  often  been  there ; 
indeed,  it  is  in  consequence  of  my  knowledge  of  the 
inhabitants  that  I  have  been  selected ;  and  you  will 
all  be  able  to  accompany  me." 

This  information,  as  may  be  supposed,  caused  a 
great  deal  of  excitement  in  the  family.  As  Captain 
Eymer  was  ordered  to  proceed  at  once,  there  was  no 
time  to  be  lost  in  making  the  necessary  preparations. 
Their  friends  called  to  congratulate,  and  at  the  same 
time  to  express  their  regret  at  losing  them.  The 
Mortons,  and  poor  Mrs.  Merryweather,  would  cer- 
tainly miss  them  more  than  anybody  else.  Mary 
could  not  help  looking  forward  with  pleasure  to  the 
interesting  places  she  would  probably  visit,  and  the 
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new  style  of  life  she  would  have  to  lead ;  though  she 
was  very  sorry  to  leave  so  many  kind  friends,  and 
the  attached  servants,  who  could  not  accompany 
them.  In  those  days  outfits  were  not  to  be  pro- 
cured, nor  other  arrangements  made,  so  rapidly  as  at 
present,  and  Captain  Eymer  found  it  impossible  to  be 
ready  to  sail  in  the  ship  appointed  to  carry  him  out. 
He  had,  therefore,  to  take  his  passage  in  a  AVest 
India  trader,  to  sail  a  few  weeks  later.  The  Betsy 
was  a  fiue  large  ship-,  carrying  guns,  to  enable  her  to 
defend  herself  against  the  pirates  and  small  priva- 
teeis,  often  no  better,  which  at  that  time  infested 
the  Cariljbean  Sea,  and  especially  on  the  Spanish 
main  and  round  the  coast  of  Cuba.  The  cabins  of 
the  Betsy,  on  board  which  many  wealthy  West  India 
planters  frequently  came  backwards  and  forwards, 
were  for  their  accommodation  fitted  up  in  a  style  of 
luxury  seldom  found  on  board  merchantmen  in 
general.  The  Betsy  put  into  Falmouth  to  take  the 
family  and  their  baggage  on  board.  She  then  had 
to  remain  till  joined  by  several  other  West  India 
ships.  Everything  was  then  made  ready  for  sailing, 
and  a  bright  look-out  was  kept  for  another  fleet, 
bound  in  the  same  direction,  coming  down  channel 
under  convoy  of  two  men-of-war.  They  were  at 
length  descried,  and  the  ships  in  Falmouth  harbour 
immediately  got  under  weigh,  and  stood  out  to  join 
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them.  At  that  time,  although  most  of  the  men-of- 
war  carrying  the  flag  of  England's  enemies  had  been 
swept  from  the  seas,  a  large  number  of  their  priva- 
teers stiQ  remained  to  annoy  and  often  injure  her 
commerce.  It  was  therefore  not  considered  safe  for 
merchantmen  to  sail  without  the  protection  of  one 
or  more  men-of-war.  Mary  was  delighted  with  the 
appearance  of  the  cabins,  so  luxurious  compared  to 
what  she  had  expected;  and  she  was  still  more 
pleased  when,  on  going  on  deck,  she  observed  a  large 
fleet  of  stately  ships  with  which  she  was  surrounded. 
The  water  was  calm,  the  sky  clear,  and  the  sun 
shone  brightly  on  the  pyramids  of  white  canvas 
towering  up  from  the  black,  shining,  freshly  painted 
hulls  which  floated  on  the  blue  ocean  in  all  direc- 
tions. On  the  outskirts  were  the  still  more  stately 
men-of-war,  their  bright-colom-ed  signal  flags  con- 
tinually moving  up  and  down,  whUe  they  occasion- 
ally fired  a  gun  either  on  one  side  or  the  other,  in 
rather  a  difiicult  attempt  to  keep  tlieir  somewhat 
refractory  charges  on  their  proper  course.  Mary, 
after  watching  the  manceuvres  of  the  men-of-war 
and  the  fleet  of  merchant  vessels  for  some  time, 
exclaimed, — 

"  Why,  papa,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  a  herd  of 
cattle  driven  through  the  country,  the  drovers  run- 
ning here  and  there,  shoutiog  loudly,  and  sending 
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their  sharp  barking  dogs  now  to  one  side,  now  to  the 
other,  to  keep  them  together." 

"  Not  a  bad  idea,  Mary,"  answered  Captain  Rymer. 
"  But  should  thick  weather  come  on,  or  a  heavy  gale 
spring  up,  the  work  will  be  much  more  difficult. 
Sometimes  a  whole  herd,  as  you  would  call  them,  is 
scattered,  and  lions  or  wolves  occasionally  pounce 
down  on  the  weakest,  and  carry  them  off." 

"I  hope  that  will  not  be  our  fate,  papa,"  said 
Mary,  timidly. 

"  No  fear  of  that,  dearest.  I  am  sorry  that  I 
should  have  put  such  a  notion  into  your  head,"  an- 
swered Captain  Eymer.  "  The  Bd&y  is  a  well-found 
ship,  well  manned  and  well  armed,  and  Captain 
Bolton  has  the  character  of  being  a  first-rate  seaman, 
so  that  we  have  every  reason  for  expecting  to  arrive 
in  safety  at  our  destination." 

"  Oh,  I  am  not  at  aU  afraid,"  said  Mary.  "  Besides, 
you  know,  papa,  we  can  pray  to  be  protected ;  and 
what  a  comfort  it  is,  and  how  brave  it  should  make 
us,  to  know  that  God  hears  our  prayers,  and  will 
grant  them  whenever  He  sees  that  to  do  so  is  best 
for  us!" 

What  a  support  in  daily  life,  what  a  consolation  to 
the  voyager  over  the  stormy  ocean,  is  a  firm  con- 
fidence in  that  glorious  truth! 


■  We  shall  have  a  good  cliance  of  beiiiK  picked  up,'  said  David." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

ON   THE   KAFT — THE   SHARK — THE   SEA-FIGHT. 

jHE  raft  still  floated  uninjured ;  the  sea  con- 
tinued perfectly  calm.  Harry  and  David 
retained  their  health  and  spirits,  hoping 
that  they  shoidd  reach  the  land  at  last ;  and  the  old 
man  appeared  to  be  steadily  recovering.  The  calm 
tried  them  in  one  respect  more  than  when  the  wind 
blew,  because  after  the  raft  had  been  strengthened 
they  had  nothing  to  do.  They  talked  of  the  past 
and  of  the  future,  but  even  friends  cannot  talk  on  all 
day,  especially  if  they  are  hungry  and  thirsty,  and 
are  anxious  about  any  matter.  At  last  David  recol- 
lected that  they  had  taken  some  fishing  lines  and 
hooks  out  of  the  boat,  and  thrown  them  with  other 
articles  on  the  raft.  They  were  soon  discovered,  and  the 
lads  flattered  themselves  that  they  had  nothing  more 
to  do  than  to  bait  the  hooks,  if  bait  could  be  found, 
and  to  throw  them  overboard.  Old  Jeffpries  smiled 
when  he  saw  their  preparations,  and  told  them  that, 
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although  certain  fisli  were  to  be  caught  occasionally 
in  the  open  sea>  the  greater  number  were  to  be  found 
along  the  coasts  of  the  different  countries  of  the 
world.  "  To  my  mind  God  has  so  ordered  it  that  all 
the  fish  which  best  serve  for  the  food  of  man  swim 
round  and  round  the  coasts  of  the  countries  of  the 
world,  in  shallow  water,  where  they  can  be  got  at 
and  caught,  or  else  they  visit  certain  known  spots, 
like  the  banks  of  Newfoundland,  or  the  fishing 
grounds  in  the  North  Sea.  Now  if  they  all  lived  in 
the  deep  seas,  or  kept  wandering  about  to  all  parts 
just  as  fancy  led  them,  fishermen  would  never  know 
where  to  go  and  look  for  them.  Instead  of  that,  as 
I  have  said,  as  the  seasons  come  round,  God  leads 
them  to  the  same  places  and  almost  on  the  same  day 
every  year ;  and  so  the  fisherman  is  prepared  with  his 
nets  or  lines  to  catch  them.  However,  I  don't  mean 
to  say  that  there  are  no  fish  out  even  in  mid-ocean, 
and  if  we  get  our  lines,  perhaps  we  shall  catch 
some." 

The  lines  were  fitted  in  different  ways ;  one  with 
a  heavy  lead  that  it  might  sink  towards  the  bottom, 
the  other  to  throw  to  a  distance,  and  then  to  drag 
quicldy  back  again.  The  chief  difficulty  was  with 
regard  to  the  bait.  David,  however,  proposed  using 
a  piece  of  salt  pork,  though  old  Jefferies  thought 
that  no  fish  would  bite  at  it. 
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"  I'll  try,  at  all  events,"  he  answered ;  and  baiting 
his  hook  he  threw  it  skilfullj  to  a  considerable  dis- 
tance. He  tried  over  and  over  again  till  his  arm 
grew  tired,  while  Henry  let  his  line  down  to  its 
entire  end,  but  neither  of  them  got  a  bite. 

"  Very  little  use,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Harry,  drawing 
up  his  line. 

"Let  it  hang  out,  at  all  events.  It  can  do  no 
harm,  and  something  may  take  a  fancy  to  it,"  ob- 
served David,  again  throwing  his  own  line.  "  Halloa ! 
I  have  got  something — a  big  fellow,  too — he'll  piUl 
me  off  the  raft  if  I  don't  take  care.  Lend  a  hand, 
Harry." 

Harry  took  hold  of  the  line.  Now  they  were  able 
to  haul  in  some  of  the  line,  and  then  again  the  fish 
swam  off  in  an  opposite  direction,  actually  moving 
the  raft. 

"  It  may  be  a  porpoise,"  said  Harry. 

"Perhaps  it  is  a  shark  !"  exclaimed  David.  "  It 
can't  be  a  young  whale." 

"  It  is  a  big  fish  of  some  sort,  of  that  there  is  no 
doubt,"  responded  Harry.  "  The  fellow  will  get  tired 
before  long,  and  then  we  will  make  him  show  his 
nose." 

"  If  he  does  not  cut  through  the  line  before  that," 
observed  old  Jefferies,  who  would  not  pronounce  as 
to  what  fish  it  was. 
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"  If  the  line  does  not  iDreak  I  have  little  fear  of  its 
being  cut  through,  for  there  is  a  long  shank  to  the 
hook,  and  the  line  has  never  been  slack,"  answered 
David,  hauling  in  more  of  the  line. 

The  fish,  if  such  it  was,  at  length  began  to  grow 
weary  of  towing  the  raft,  and  allowed  himself  to  be 
drawn  nearer  and  nearer  till  his  mouth  was  seen  for 
an  instant  close  to  the  surface. 

"  Ah  !  I  know  him,"  exclaimed  old  Jefferies.  "  A 
shark  !  a  shark  !  he's  as  mischievous  a  fellow  as  any 
that  swims,  though  he  Will  hurt  no  one  who  does  not 
put  his  hand  down  his  mouth." 

He  explained  that  the  fish  they  had  hooked  was 
the  hhic  sliarh,  which,  although  he  does  not  attempt 
to  take  the  fisherman's  life,  is  yet  one  of  his  greatest 
foes.  If  he  cannot  bite  through  a  line  he  often 
rolls  it  round  and  round  himself  in  a  way  that  is 
most  difficult  for  the  fisherman  to  undo ;  and  some- 
times he  wiU  swim  among  the  nets,  killing  the  fish 
in  mere  wantonness  apparently,  and  biting  the 
meshes.  Now  and  then,  however,  he  gets  caught 
himself — a  small  satisfaction  considering  the  damage 
he  causes. 

It  took  some  time  before  his  sharkship  was  wearied 
out,  and  when  at  length  he  was  hauled  up  on  the 
raft,  it  was  found  that  he  had  contrived  to  wind 
several  fathoms  of  the  line  round  his  body.    From 
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the  line  having  been  kept  tight,  it  was  not  so  cleverly 
twisted  as  is  often  the  case,  and  a  blow  on  the  tail 
quieted  him  before  he  had  managed  further  to  wriggle 
it  round  himself  after  he  was  out  of  the  water. 
When  the  line  was  unwound,  and  the  shark  stretched 
out,  he  was  a  handsome-looking  fish  of  a  blue  lead 
colour,  about  four  feet  long.  Harry  and  David  did 
not  feel  disposed  to  eat  any  of  the  shark,  but  when 
assured  by  the  old  fisherman  that  neii^ner  he  nor  any 
of  his  ancestors  had  ever  touched  flesh,  they  got 
over  their  reluctance,  and  as  their  appetites  told  them 
it  was  dinner-time,  they  each  took  a  thin  slice  with 
some  biscuit.  They  agreed  that  wheu  cooked  it 
would  be  tolerable  food. 

After  this  meal  David,  having  got  his  line  in 
order,  and  both  their  lines  being  baited  with  shark, 
they  commenced  fishing.  After  some  time  Harry 
got  a  bite. 

"  A  fine  fish,  I  am  sure,  by  the  way  he  tugged,"  he 
exclaimed,  hauling  up  the  line. 

It  came  up  very  easily,  though,  and  instead  of  the 
large  fish  he  expected,  a  small  whiting  appeared. 
Several  others  were  pidled  up  in  succession.  As 
Harry  was  hauling  in  his  line  after  a  bite,  he  felt  a 
heavy  weight  suddenly  come  on  it.  Still  he  was 
able  to  get  it  in. 

"  It  is  something  curious,  but  what  it  can  be  I  am 
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sure  I  don't  know,"  he  exclaimed,  hauling  away, 
while  David  looked  eagerly  on. 

"  What  a  monster  ! "  they  cried  out  both  together, 
when  a  huge  mass,  with  what  looked  like  a  number 
of  snakes  wriggling  about  round  it,  was  seen  on  the 
surface  amidst  a  circle  of  dark  water. 

"  That's  a  squid,"  remarked  old  Jefferies.  "  Some 
of  them  are  awkward  customers  in  the  water,  but  he 
can  do  you  very  little  harm  out  of  it." 

The  truth  of  this  last  assertion  was  put  to  the 
test  when,  in  spite  of  its  struggles,  the  creature  was 
hauled  up  on  the  raft,  and  its  long  arms  chopped  off. 
It  had  expected  simply  to  catch  a  whiting,  and  liad 
itself  been  caught  by  the  hook  sticking  through  the 
whiting's  mouth.  It  was  very  untempting-looking 
for  food,  though  they  might  have  preferred  it  to 
shark  flesh.  The  whiting,  however,  supplied  them 
with  as  much  fish  as  they  could  eat  raw.  Altogether 
they  agreed  that  they  had  had  a  good  evening's 
sport,  and  that  if  they  could  have  forgotten  where 
they  were,  and  that  their  friends  were  anxious  about 
them,  they  should  have  enjoyed  themselves  amaz- 
ingly, only  that  they  should  have  preferred  cooked 
fish  to  raw.  As  night,  however,  crept  on,  they  began 
to  feel  the  loneliness  and  helplessness  of  their  posi- 
tion. Still,  the  calm  continued,  and  the  stars  shone 
forth,  each  spark  of  light  being   reflected   in   the 
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mirror-like  ocean ;  and  Harry  made  out  the  polar 
star,  and  wished  that  there  was  a  good  breeze  that 
they  might  steer  by  it  towards  England.  The  air 
was  very  chilly,  but  as  they  had  saved  several 
blankets,  they  wrapped  themselves  up,  and  kept 
tolerably  warm.  As  they  liad  not  got  a  lantern  or 
candle,  or  any  means  of  striking  a  light,  they  could 
do  nothing,  and  so  they  chatted  away  till  they  both 
went  off  to  the  land  of  dreams. 

"  Sleep  on,  my  poor  lads,"  said  the  old  man,  guess- 
ing by  their  silence  what  had  happened.  "You 
little  think  of  the  danger  you  are  in.  If  a  gale 
springs  up,  how  is  this  small  raft  to  weather  it  ? 
For  myself,  I  am  worn  out,  and  my  time  must  come 
in  a  year  or  two,  or  a  few  months  it  may  be ;  but 
life  is  fresh  and  pleasant  for  the  young  lads.  Well, 
well,  God  is  kind  and  just.  He  knows  what  is  best 
for  them.     His  will  be  done." 

The  lives  of  most  men  are  metaphorically  varied 
by  storms  and  calms,  clouds  and  sunshine,  and  so  in 
reality  was  the  existence  of  our  two  young  friends 
on  the  raft.  The  night  passed  away  quietly,  and 
towards  morning  the  old  man,  in  spite  of  his  inten- 
tions to  keep  watch,  fell  asleep.  David  was  the 
first  to  rouse  up.  The  sun  had  not  risen,  but  a 
streak  of  red  in  the  sky  showed  in  what  quarter  he 
was  about  to  appear.    David  stood  up  to  look  around 


88  ADRIFT  IN  A  BOA  T. 

him.  He  would  not  call  Harry  till  it  was  necessary, 
for  he  was  sleeping  so  calmly,  with  a  smile  on  his 
countenance,  dreaming  of  some  pleasant  scenes  at 
home,  probably  with  his  mother  and  sister  present. 
As  David  was  thus  standing  up,  holding  on  to  the 
mast,  he  felt  a  light  air  fan  his  cheek.  It  came 
from  the  south.  He  turned  his  eyes  in  that  direc- 
tion to  look  for  a  further  sign  of  the  wished-for 
breeze.  As  he  did  so  he  observed  in  the  horizon  a 
sail — he  judged  a  large  ship.  Directly  afterwards 
another  appeared,  in  a  different  part  of  the  horizon. 
He  watched  them  attentively  for  some  time.  Their 
sails  were  filled  with  wind,  and  they  seemed  to  be 
drawing  nearer  to  each  other,  and  also  nearer  to  the 
raft.  As  soon  as  it  struck  David  that  this  was  the 
case,  he  could  no  longer  resist  the  temptation  of 
rousing  up  his  companion.  Harry  sprang  to  his 
feet.  Midshipmen  do  not  rub  their  eyes  and  yawn, 
and  groan  and  growl,  before  they  get  up,  especially 
if  they  happen  to  be  sleeping  on  a  raft  in  the  chops 
of  the  channel. 

"  Yes,  they  are  standing  this  way,"  he  exclaimed. 
"  They  are  frigates,  and  what  is  more,  tliough  one  is 
English,  I  doubt  by  the  cut  of  the  sails  whether  the 
other  is." 

"At  all  events  we  shall  have  a  good  chance  of 
being  picked  up,"  said  David. 
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"  I  hope  SO ;  but  if  an  idea  which  has  struck  me 
is  correct,  they  will  have  too  much  to  do  to  look  after 
each  other  to  take  any  notice  of  us/'  observ'ed  the 
midshipman. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  asked  David. 

"  That  one  is  English  and  the  other  French,  and 
if  so,  it  is  not  likely  that,  having  come  in  sight  of 
each  other,  they  will  part  without  exchanging  shots," 
remarked  Harr}'-. 

"  Unless  the  Frenchman  runs  away,"  said  David. 

"  No  fear  of  that.  The  monsieurs  are  brave  fellows, 
though  we  can  Uck  them,  and  it  is  not  often  they 
show  the  white  feather,"  remarked  Harry.  "  I  really 
think  that  I  am  right.  They  look  to  me  like  two 
frigates,  and  one  I  am  sure  is  French.  We'U  rouse 
up  the  old  man,  and  hear  what  he  has  to  say  about 
the  matter.  He'll  not  thank  us  for  letting  him 
sleep  on." 

"  The  old  man  is  awake,"  said  Jefferies,  sitting  up 
and  gazing  in  the  direction  indicated  by  the  boys, 
under  his  open  hand.  For  some  time  he  was  silent. 
"  Yes,  there's  little  doubt  about  the  matter,"  he  said 
at  length.  "  They  are  frigates,  and  one  is  English ; 
the  other  is  a  foreigner,  but  whether  Spaniard, 
Dutchman,  or  French,  is  more  than  I  can  say.  If 
they  are  going  to  fight,  as  you  think,  we  can't  help 
it,  neither  can  we  make  them  sail  near  enough  to  see 
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US,  and  pick  us  up ;  but  I'll  tell  you  what  we  can 
do,  young  gentlemen,  we  can  lift  up  our  voices  in 
prayer  to  God  to  thank  Him  for  His  favours,  and  to 
ask  Him  for  His  protection." 

All  three  knelt  down,  and  lifted  up  their  voices  to 
God  in  prayer,  with  a  heartiness  which  might  be 
sought  for  in  vain  within  the  lofty  walls  of  many  a 
proud  building.  Such  is  the  spiritual  worship  in 
which  God  the  Spirit  alone  has  pleasure.  The  party 
on  that  wave-tossed  raft  rose  from  their  knees  greatly 
refreshed  in  spirit,  and  sat  down  to  enjoy  their 
morning  meal  with  hearts  grateful  that  they  had 
food  sufficient  to  sustain  life.  Soon  after,  the  sun 
rose,  as  it  were  with  a  spring  out  of  his  ocean  bed, 
and  shed  his  light  across  the  expanse  of  waters  on 
the  sails  of  the  approaching  ships,  which  seemed  to 
have  drawn  suddenly  near,  so  clear  and  defined  did 
their  forms  become.  Harry  watched  with  even 
greater  eagerness  than  before  one  of  the  ships, 
which  he  declared  was,  he  believed,  that  to  which 
he  belonged.  David  was  rather  inclined  to  laugh  at 
the  notion,  as  he  considered  that  it  was  impossible 
Harry  should  be  able  to  know  his  own  ship  at  so 
great  a  distance  off.  There  seemed  to  be  no  doubt 
that  both  were  frigates — of  that  the  old  man  ex- 
pressed himseli  sure;  that  they  were  not  both 
English  he  thought  very  likely.     As  to  the  other 
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point,  it  was,  if  correct,  a  guess  of  Harry's.  They 
continued  to  draw  nearer  and  nearer  to  each 
other,  and  as  they  approached  the  raft  at  the 
same  time,  the  breeze  which  filled  their  sails  reached 
her. 

"  Shall  we  hoist  our  sails,  and  stand  for  the  shore 
as  before  ?"  asked  David. 

"  We  should  miss  the  chance  of  being  picked  up 
if  we  did  so,"  answered  Harry.  "  Besides,  I  should 
not  like  to  rim  away  without  knowing  after  all 
whether  the  ships  would  fight,  and  who  was  the 
conqueror." 

"  Not  much  chance  of  our  getting  out  of  sight  before 
they  begin,  for  they  are  already  not  far  off  gun-shot 
of  each  other,"  observed  the  old  man,  who  again 
raised  himself  to  look  out,  but  sunk  down  once  more 
to  liis  seat  in  the  centre  of  the  raft. 

The  two  boys,  however,  stood  up,  holding  on  by 
the  mast,  in  spite  of  the  increasing  rocking  of  the 
raft,  watching  eagerly  the  movements  of  the  two 
frigates — for  frigates  there  was  no  doubt  they  both 
were. 

"  Up  go  the  colours  ! "  exclaimed  Hany,  with  a 
shout.  "  Hurrah !  There's  the  glorious  old  flag  of 
England,  and  the  other  is  French — there's  no  doubt 
about  it.  Then  there'll  be  a  fight.  Hurrah !  I  wish 
I  was   aboard   the    old    ship;   I'm    sure   it's    her. 
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Couldn't  we  manage  it  even  now?  Pull  the  raft 
up  to  her.  I  wish  that  she  would  see  us  and  pick 
us  up.  Oh  dear !  how  provoking !  I'd  give  anything 
to  be  on  board!"  Such  were  the  exclamations  to 
which  the  young  midshipman  gave  utterance,  as  he 
stood  watching  the  ships.  "  The  old  ship  has  tacked, 
she  is  standing  away  from  us  !  The  Frenchman  is 
about  also.  They'll  be  away.  We  shall  not  see  any 
of  the  fighting  after  all." 

"  We  shall  be  less  likely  to  suffer  from  their  shots, 
and  for  that  we  may  be  grateful,"  observed  the  old 
man. 

The  midshipman,  so  eager  was  he,  scarcely 
listened  to  what  was  said.  The  frigates  were  ma- 
nceuvring,  each  endeavouring  to  gain  the  weather- 
gauge  before  commencing  the  action,  which  it  was 
very  evident  would  take  place.  There  appeared  to 
be  no  lack  of  a  disposition  to  fight  on  either  side, 
for  they  both  took  in  their  lighter  sails,  and  finally 
hauled  up  their  courses.  Now  the  English  frigate 
wore  round,  her  example  being  followed  by  the 
Frenchman,  both  running  back  towards  the  raft, 
which  it  seemed  that  the  former  would  pass  by,  or 
even  run  over,  when  suddenly  she  tacked,  and  stand- 
ing close  to  a  wind  towards  the  French  frigate,  fired 
a  broadside  into  her  quarter,  while  the  latter  was  in 
stays.     The  effect  of  the  broadside  must  have  been 
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severe,  for  it  was  some  time  before  she  actually  got 
about,  leaving  to  the  English  frigate  the  advantage 
of  the  weather-gauge,  which  had  been  the  object  of 
all  the  previous  manceuvres.  For  some  time  the 
two  ships  ran  on  alongside  of  each  other,  rapidly- 
exchanging  shots,  without  any  great  apparent 
damage  to  the  masts  or  rigging.  They  were  so 
placed  that  many  of  the  shots  which  missed  came 
flying  towards  the  raft,  but  providentially  she  was 
too  far  off  for  them  to  reach  her.  Once  more  the 
after-yards  of  the  French  ship  being  shot  away,  she 
kept  off  the  wind,  and,  followed  by  her  antagonist, 
stood  towards  the  raft,  still  keeping  up  a  hot  fire  at 
her.  In  a  short  time  the  damage  was  repaired,  and 
once  more  the  French  ship  hauling  her  wind,  the 
two  stood  on  together  close-hauled.  It  was  evident, 
from  the  rapid  way  in  which  the  French  frigate's 
damages  had  been  repaired,  that  she  was  well 
manned,  and  that  the  result  was  by  no  means  so 
certain  as  Harry  had  at  first  anticipated.  The  firing 
had  had  the  effect,  it  appeared,  of  lessening  the  little 
wind  there  had  previously  been.  The  two  frigates, 
therefore,  moved  but  slowly,  and  consequently  kept 
within  sight  of  those  on  the  raft.  Harry  was  almost 
too  eager  to  speak,  David  now  and  then  made  a 
few  remarks.  More  than  an  hour  had  passed  away 
since  the  commencement  of  the  action,  and  as  yet 
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there  was  no  visible  advantage  gained  by  either  party. 
Suddenly  Harry  gave  a  cry  of  anger  and  annoy- 
ance, in  which  David  joined  him.  The  old  man 
looked  up.  There  was  cause  for  it.  The  flag  of 
England  was  seen  to  drop  from  the  masthead  of 
the  frigate.  Could  it  be  that  she  had  struck  ? 
The  firing  continued  as  furious  as  ever.  No,  it  was 
impossible ! 

"  See !  see !  there's  another  flying  out ! "  ex- 
claimed the  midshipman,  exultingly.  "All  right, 
some  fine  fellow  has  climbed  up  and  nailed  it 
there.  Only  the  halliards  were  shot  away.  My 
captain  would  go  down  sooner  than  strike;  I 
know  that." 

The  loud  reports  of  the  guns  came  succeeding 
each  other  rapidly  over  the  calm  ocean.  Now  a 
loud  crash,  then  a  broadside  was  fired  by  both 
parties  at  once,  the  sound  of  the  different  guns 
blending  into  one ;  now  a  perfect  silence,  and  then 
again  single  shots,  and  after  a  cessation  another 
broadside.  At  length  the  combatants  scarcely 
moved,  and  became  enshrouded  in  a  dense  cloud 
of  smoke,  which  nearly  concealed  them  from  view. 
The  firing  was  more  furious  than  ever.  They  were 
yard-arm  to  yard-arm,  discharging  their  broadsides 
into  each  other.  A  light  breeze  played  over  the 
water — the  ships  emerged  from  the  cloud  of  smoke. 
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The  English  frigate  had  lost  her  mLjenmast,  and  its 
wreck  lay  over  her  quarter. 

Harry  groaned,  but  directly  afterwards  he  shouted, 
"  They'll  not  give  in,  though— they'll  not  give  in,  I 
am  sure  they  won't." 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


THE  UNION    JACK   BEATS — THE  RAFT  STILL  UNSEEN — THE  PRIVA- 
TEEU — DEATH   OF   OLD   JEFFERIES — THE   FRENCH   CAPTAIN. 


HE  loss  of  her  mizenmast  did  not  appear  to 
damp  the  ardour  of  the  British  frigate's 
crew.  The  firing  was  continued  with,  un- 
abated fury  on  both  sides,  neither  ship  apparently 
moving  through  the  water ;  now  they  were  shrouded 
in  smoke — now  the  smoke  was  blown  away,  and  the 
firing  ceased.  "  The  Frenchman's  foremast  is  totter- 
ing !"  shouted  Harry.  "  See  !  see  !  David.  Down 
it  comes — hurrah  !  hurrah  !"  Still  the  flags  of  their 
respective  countries  waved  at  the  mastheads  of  the 
frigates.  The  mast  did  not  come  down  either  when 
Harry  thought  it  would,  neither  did  the  firing  cease 
altogether.  Faint  sounds  of  musketry  or  pistol-shots 
came  across  the  water — then  three  or  four  great  guns 
were  fired — the  sides  of  the  ships  were  close  together, 
or  rather,  the  bow  of  the  English  frigate  was  fast  to 
the  Frenchman's  side. 
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"  They  are  boarding,"  cried  Harry ;  "  I  know  it 
must  be  that — then  our  fellows  will  win  the  day — 
the  Frenchman's  flag  will  be  down  directly.  Watch ! 
watch  !  I  know  it  will." 

Tliey  waited  eagerly,  looking  out  for  some  time. 
Suddenly  a  cloiid  of  smoke  ascended  from  one  of  the 
ships.  It  was  difficult  to  say  from  which ;  again  and 
again  the  guns  were  fired.  "  I  am  afraid  that  after 
all  our  friends  are  getting  the  worst  of  it/'  remarked 
David,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Oh,  no,  no !  impossible ! "  exclaimed  Harry. 
"  See,  see !  down  comes  the  Frenchman's  flag — hurrah ! 
hurrah !  I  knew  it  would  be  so.  Englishmen  are 
never  licked.  "We  would  go  down  first  with  our 
colours  flying.  Hurrah !  hurrah !  we've  gained 
the  day."  Harry  waved  his  cap  above  his  head, 
and  shouted  long  and  loudly,  communicating  his 
enthusiasm,  not  only  to  David,  but  to  the  old  man 
himself ;  but  so  vehement  in  his  demonstrations  of 
joy  did  he  become  at  last,  that  he  nearly  upset  the 
raft,  and  then  well-nigh  fell  overboard  himself  David 
was  rather  more  quiet  in  his  demonstrations,  still  he 
did  not  feel  less  satisfaction  probably  than  his  friend. 

"  "We  must  get  on  board  to  congratulate  them," 

exclaimed   Harry ;    "  I  wouldn't  miss  that  on  any 

account ;  if  we  pull  hard  we  shall  be  able  to  get  up 

to  them — eh,  ]\Ir.  Jefiferies  ?    They  will  be  some  time 

II 
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repairing  damages  and  shifting  the  prisoners,  and 
they  are  not  likely  to  make  sail  till  then." 

"We  mustn't  count  too  much  upon  that,  young 
gentleman ;  we  are  further  off  than  you  think,  and 
darkness  will  be  down  over  the  ocean  long  before  we 
can  get  up  to  them.  Besides,  do  you  know,  I  don't 
think  the  sights  aboard  those  ships,  either  the  con- 
queror or  the  conquered,  would  be  so  pleasant  as 
you  suppose.  I  know  what  a  man-of-war  is  after  a 
hard-fought  battle.  The  decks  strewn  with  the  dead, 
and  slippery  with  blood  and  gore,  the  cockpit  full 
of  wounded  men,  lately  strong  and  hardy,  now 
cripples  for  life,  many  dying,  entering  into  eternity, 
without  a  hope  beyond  their  ocean  grave,  Christless, 
heathens  in  reality  if  not  in  name,  stifled  gxoans  and 
sighs,  and  oftentimes  shrieks  of  despair  on  eveiy 
side.  Such  sights  I  have  seen  in  my  youth,  and  I 
speak  the  language  of  some  of  the  great  preachers 
^vho  have  come  down  to  these  parts,  and  boldly  put 
forth  the  gospel  of  salvation  to  perishing  sinners 
under  the  blue  vault  of  heaven.  You  only  look  at 
one  side  of  the  picture,  and  that  quickly  vanishes 
away ;  mine,  unhappily,  is  too  real  to  be  wiped  out 
quickly."  The  old  man  spoke  in  a  tone  he  had  not 
hitherto  used,  which  showed  that  his  education  had 
been  superior  to  that  which  men  of  his  vocation 
generally  possess. 
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This  remark,  it  must  be  confessed,  considerably 
damped  the  ardour  of  the  young  midshipman.  The 
latter,  however,  still  continued  to  urge  him  and 
David  to  try  and  get  on  board  one  of  the  ships. 
They  were  in  reality  as  anxious  as  he  was  to  do  so, 
for  they  could  not  but  feel  that  they  were  exposed  to 
many  dangers  while  they  remained  on  the  raft.  The 
wind  had  dropped,  and  in  one  respect  this  was  in 
their  favour,  as  the  frigates  coidd  not  sail  away ;  but 
what  little  wind  there  was  was  against  them,  and 
til  is  made  rowing  their  heavy  craft  more  tedious. 
Tiiey  progi-essed  very  slowly,  and  after  two  hours' 
hard  rowing  they  seemed  no  nearer  than  before. 
The  day  was  drawing  on;  stiU  they  persevered. 
Hope  continued  to  cheer  the  two  boys,  whatever  the 
old  man  might  have  thought  about  the  matter.  At 
last  Harry  stopped.  "  They  are  making  sail,  and  the 
breeze  is  getting  up.  Oh  dear !  oh  dear !  They'll 
be  off  before  we  can  reach  them.  Still  we'll  try — 
pull  away,  David,  pull  away,  there's  a  good  fellow." 

All  the  efibrts  of  the  lads  brought  them  uo  nearer 
the  two  frigates.  They  could  see  the  British  ensigu 
run  up  above  that  of  the  Freucli.  Still  it  was 
evident  that  they  themselves  were  not  observed :  no 
wonder,  under  the  circumstances,  as  everybody  on 
board  must  have  been  busily  engaged  Still  thus, 
as  it  were,  to  be  deserted,  was  very  trying  to  the 
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young  lads.  They  bore  up,  however,  manfully  under 
the  disappointment. 

"  Perhaps  the  wind  may  fall  or  shift  again,  and 
they  may  have  after  all  to  take  a  tack  this  way," 
exclaimed  Harry,  whose  hopeful  enthusiasm  it  was 
impossible  to  damp.  At  last  the  night  returned,  and 
the  darkness  shut  out  the  frigates  from  their  sight. 
The  lads  had  to  while  away  the  time  by  conver- 
sation, and  expressed  their  intentions  of  not  going  to 
sleep  during  the  night ;  they,  however,  stowed  them- 
selves away  in  their  accustomed  places,  where,  should 
they  by  any  chance  begin  to  slumber,  they  might 
not  run  the  risk  of  falling  into  the  sea.  For  some 
time  they  kept  to  this  resolution,  Harry  still  buoyed 
up  with  the  hope  that  they  might  get  on  board  the 
frigate  in  the  morning.  At  last  David's  voice  began 
to  get  very  drowsy,  so  even  did  Harry's,  and  in  spite 
of  their  strange  position  and  their  anxiety,  first  one 
and  then  the  other  dropped  off  to  sleep.  The  old 
man  leaned  forward  to  ascertain  that  they  were  both 
secure. 

"  Sleep  on,  lads  !  sleep  on  ! "  he  muttered.  "  He 
who  reigns  above  can  alone  tell  whether  or  not  this 
is  the  last  night  you  will  spend  on  earth.  I  liked 
not  the  look  of  the  sky  when  the  smi  went  do-w  n, 
and  before  many  hours  have  passed  this  frail  raft  may 
be  tossing  on  an  ocean  of  foaming  seas."     The  old 
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man  was  silent,  but  he  did  not  sleep.  Often  he 
prayed.  He  thought  over  many  things  of  his  past 
life,  as  men  under  such  circumstances  are  apt  to  do. 
Happy  are  those  who  have  not  to  reflect  on  crimes 
committed,  injuries  done  to  others  too  late  to  remedy ! 
and  still  more  fearful  must  be  the  thoughts  of  those 
who  are  not  trusting  to  the  perfect  and  complete 
sacrifice  offered  on  Calvary — whose  sins  have  not 
been  washed  away  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  The 
old  man  knew  in  whom  he  trusted,  and  no  bitterness 
entered  his  thoughts.  The  hours  passed  on;  stars 
became  obscured ;  clouds  were  seen  chasing  each 
other  across  the  dark  sky,  slowly  at  first,  then  more 
and  more  rapidly ;  the  raft  began  to  rock,  scarcely 
perceptibly,  then  gently,  then  with  more  and  more 
movement,  but  the  boys  slept  on ;  accustomed  to 
spend  their  time  on  the  heaving  wave,  they  did  not 
feel  the  motion.  At  length  a  grey  cold  light  began 
gradually  to  steal  over  the  foam-covered  ocean.  The 
boys  still  slept  on.  The  old  man  alone  was  awake 
on  the  raft.  He  lifted  himself  up,  and  bent  forward 
as  if  in  prayer.  Thus  he  remained  for  some  time. 
At  length  David,  less  accustomed  to  the  sea  than 
Harry,  awoke  from  the  motion  of  the  raft.  The 
exclamation  to  which  he  gave  utterance  aroused  his 
companion ;  David  quickly  started  to  his  feet,  and 
gazed   anxiously   around    the   horizon.      The    two 
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frigates  had  disappeared.  No  sail  was  in  sight; 
nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  the  heavy  leaden-coloured 
waves,  while  the  clouds  seemed  to  come  closely 
down  on  all  sides.  The  raft  drove  quickly  on  before 
the  storm. 

"  In  what  direction  are  we  going  ?"  asked  David, 

"To  the  south-west,  I  have  an  idea,"  answered 
Harry ;  "  but  I  should  not  mind  that,  if  I  thought 
we  were  likely  to  fall  in  with  the  two  frigates." 

"  Trust  in  God,  my  lads,"  said  old  Jefferies. 

He  spolce  truly ;  for  already  the  raft  gave  signs  of 
breaking  up,  from  the  violence  to  which  it  had  been 
exposed.  The  old  man  and  the  two  boys  did  all 
they  could  to  secure  it  more  strongly  by  such  ropes 
as  they  still  had  to  spare,  but  it  was  difficult  and 
dangerous  to  move  from  their  positions.  The  seas 
followed  rapidly,  and  more  than  once  had  almost 
broken  over  them.  Still,  while  their  mast  stood, 
and  they  could  keep  their  sail  set,  they  hoped  to 
continue  running  before  the  sea.  They  spoke  but 
little  to  each  other,  and  continued  looking  out  on 
either  side,  in  the  hope  of  seeing  some  vessels  which 
might  afford  them  a  refuge.  Still  none  apjjeared. 
The  old  man  continued  steering  the  raft  with  great 
judgment  and  dexterity,  but  it  was  clear  that  the 
gale  was  increasing,  and  that  in  a  very  short  time 
the  frail  structure  on  which  they  floated  coiUd  not 
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hold  together  amidst  the  fierce  waves  to  which  it 
would  be  exposed.  Still,  serious  as  was  their 
position,  the  boys  did  not  forget  that  they  had  had 
nothing  to  eat  since  the  previous  night.  Harry 
dived  down  into  their  provision-box,  and  produced 
some  biscuits  and  a  piece  of  tongue.  Their  first  care 
was  to  offer  some  to  the  old  man. 

"  No,  thank  you,  good  lads,  I've  no  hunger,"  he 
answered. 

In  spite  of  their  pressing,  he  refused  to  take  any 
of  the  food. 

"  I  can't  say  that  I'm  not  hungry,"  cried  Harry, 
"  though  I'm  afraid  we  must  go  without  our  tea." 

"David,  who  felt  something  like  old  Jefferies, 
when  pressed,  however,  by  Harry,  gladly  joined  him 
in  discussing  such  provisions  as  they  could  easily 
get  at.  Both  of  them  were  much  refreshed  by  the 
nourishment,  and  in  spite  of  the  foreboding  looks  of 
the  old  man  could  not  help  holding  sanguine  hopes 
of  escaping  from  their  perilous  position.  Still  they 
were  hoping  against  hope,  for  in  spite  of  the  ad- 
ditional lashings  they  had  cast  round  their  raft, 
first  one  piece  of  plank  and  then  another  was  torn 
off. 

"  Hold  on  tight ! "  cried  Harry,  as  he  gazed  astern, 
"  here  comes  a  tremendous  sea,  and  I  don't  know 
how  we  shall  keep  before  it." 
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As  he  spoke  a  high  foaming  wave  came  roaring 
up.  Already  the  raft  was  mounting  a  wave  in  front 
or  the  consequences  would  have  been  more  disastrous. 
The  upper  part  of  the  sea  broke  completely  over  the 
raft,  but  it  still  floated  on.  Those  on  it  looked 
anxiously  round  to  see  if  any  of  their  number  were 
missing.  The  old  man  was  still  at  his  post  at  the 
helm,  and  the  two  boys  at  their  places.  It  was 
evident,  however,  that  a  few  more  such  seas  would 
utterly  destroy  the  raft.  As  Harry  again  gazed 
astern,  he  saw  to  his  dismay  many  similar  seas  pre- 
paring to  follow ;  still  he  would  not  say  this,  even  to 
David,  and  tried  in  his  own  hearty  way  to  keep  up 
his  companions'  spirits.  An  hour  or  so  thus  passed 
away,  when  the  raft  gave  stronger  signs  than  ever  of 
not  having  power  to  hold  together. 

"  How  fearful  it  would  be  if  we  were  separated  !  " 
said  David,  who  clearly  comprehended  what  was 
likely  to  happen.  Just  then  another  tremendous 
sea  came  rolling  up,  and  washed  over  the  raft. 
The  boys  clung  on  for  their  lives,  but  when  the 
raft  once  more  rose  to  the  surface,  the  mast  was 
gone. 

"  No  hope,  I  fear,"  said  David. 

"  Yes,  there  is  ! "  cried  Harry ;  "  I  see  a  vessel 
bearing  down  directly  for  us." 

The  boys  eagerly  turned  their  eyes  towards   the 
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stranger.  It  seemed  doubtful,  however,  whether 
the  raft  would  hold  together  till  her  arrival,  or 
whether  they  could  avoid  being  washed  off  the  raft 
by  the  sea,  which  kept  continually  rolling  over  them. 
On  she  rapidly  came. 

"  I  don't  much  like  her  appearance,"  said  the  old 
man  ;  "  she  doesn't  look  much  better  than  the  craft 
which  we  before  refused  to  go  on  board." 

"  We  have  no  choice  at  all,"  said  Harry.  "  She 
looks  like  a  Frenchman ;  but  even  the  Monsieurs, 
considering  our  circimistances,  would  not  treat  us 
otherwise  than  with  kindness,"  said  David. 

The  boys  waved  and  shouted  with  all  their  might. 
It  seemed  doubtful  whether  or  not  they  were  ob- 
served ;  still  the  stranger,  a  large  topsail  schooner, 
was  standing  directly  for  them.  Presently  they 
saw  her  shorten  sail. 

"  All  right ! "  cried  HaiTy ;  "  we're  seen." 

She  romided-to  close  to  them,  so  close,  indeed, 
that  the  two  boys  were  able  to  grasp  the  ropes  which 
were  thrown  to  them,  and  were  immediately  hauled 
up  on  deck. 

"  But  old  Jefferies,  we  mustn't  desert  him  ! "  cried 
Harry,  as  he  saw  the  old  man  still  on  the  raft. 
"  Here  !  fasten  this  rope  round  my  waist,  and  111  go 
and  haul  him  in." 

The  crew  of  the  stranger  seemed  to  understand 
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him,  but  at  that  moment  a  sea  rolling  np  drove  the 
raft  completely  under  the  schooner's  bottom.  A  few 
fragments  again  appeared,  but  the  old  man  was  not 
to  be  seen. 

"  Oh,  where  is  he  ?  where  is  he  ? "  cried  David 
and  Harry ;  "  we  must  save  the  good  old  man." 

The  people  on  board  looked  round  on  every  side. 
So  deep  was  the  grief  of  the  boys  for  his  loss,  that 
they  scarcely  for  the  moment  seemed  to  think  of 
their  own  preservation,  nor  of  the  character  of  the 
vessel  on  board  which  they  had  got.  It  was  very 
clear  that  the  old  man  had  sunk  for  ever,  as  no 
signs  of  him  appeared.  Once  more  the  vessel  was 
put  before  the  wind,  and  flew  onward  on  her  course. 

Harry  and  David,  on  looking  round,  observed  she 
was  an  armed  vessel,  carrying  sixteen  long  guns, 
with  swivels  and  other  pieces.  From  the  language 
they  heard  spoken  by  the  crew,  they  knew  she  was 
French ;  while,  from  the  varied  dresses  of  the  men 
and  officers,  they  suspected  she  was  a  privateer,  and 
not  a  man-of-war. 

"  I'm  afraid  we  shall  not  much  like  our  quarters 
liere,"  said  Harry.  "  The  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
put  a  good  face  on  the  matter,  and  go  aft  and  thank 
the  captain  for  saving  our  lives  ;  he  will  see  by  my 
uniform  that  I  am  an  officer,  and  treat  us  as  gentle- 
men." 
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Poor  Harry's  patch  of  white  cloth,  however,  was 
not  likely  to  be  treated  with  much  respect  by  a 
French  privateer  captain  of  those  days. 

"  I  Tvonder  which  of  these  fellows  is  captain,"  said 
Hany,  as  they  approached  three  or  four  rough-look- 
ing fellows,  as  they  were  walking  the  deck  with  the 
air  of  officers.  "Oh,  I  wonder  whether  they  will 
understand  English,  for  not  a  word  of  French  can  I 
.speak.'' 

"  Nor  can  I  indeed,"  said  David ;  "  I  didn't  think 
of  that." 

•'  We  must  make  our  intentions  known,  however," 
said  Harry,  "  and  I  must  muster  up  what  I  can  say 
I  know  they  always  begin  by  saying  '  Monsieur '  if 
they  want  to  be  polite,  so  I'll  saj'  '  Monsieur  Cap- 
tain, Monsieur  Captain,'  "  looking  round  as  he  spoke, 
"  we  have  to  thank  you  for  taking  us  aboard  your 
vessel,  and  should  be  still  further  obliged  if  you 
coidd  give  us  a  change  of  clothes  while  ours  are 
drying." 

The  Frenchmen  looked  at  the  boys  with  an  air  of 
indifference. 

"  Monsieur  Captain,"  again  began  Harry,  "  I  say 
we  want  to  thank  you  for  pulling  us  out  of  the 
water." 

"  Perhaps  the  captain  is  not  among  these  men," 
suggested  David. 
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"  I  want  to  see  the  captain,"  said  Harry,  bowing 
as  before. 

At  length  a  small  wizen-faced  man  appeared  from 
below.  His  countenance  wore  anything  but  a  plea- 
sant aspect.  By  his  dress,  and  the  respect  with 
which  the  others  seemed  to  treat  him,  the  boys 
had  little  doubt  that  he  was  the  person  of  whom 
they  were  in  search.  They  accordingly  approached 
him. 

"Are  you  the  captain?"  said  Harry,  bowing  as 
before,  for  he  did  not  forget  his  politeness,  in  spite 
of  his  wet  clothes. 

"  Yes,  I  am,"  said  the  wizen-faced  man. 

"Oh,  you  speak  English;  how  glad  we  are!"  an- 
swered Harry,  "  because  we  can  thus  thank  you  for 
saving  our  lives." 

"  No  great  reason  to  thank  me,"  said  the  man,  in 
an  unpleasant  tone. 

"  You  speak  English  very  well,  sir,"  said  Harry, 
wishing  to  soothe  him. 

"  I  have  had  plenty  of  time  to  learn  it,"  said  the 
captain. 

"  Where  was  that,  sir  ? "  asked  Harry. 

"  In  an  English  prison,"  answered  the  Frenchman, 
with  a  grin,  turning  on  his  heel ;  "  and  I've  no  great 
cause  to  love  those  who  kept  me  there,  or  their 
countrymen." 
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"I'm  afraid  we've  gained  very  little  by  the  ex- 
pression of  our  gratitude,"  said  David ;  "  wliat  are 
we  to  do  ? " 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE   GOOB-NAXURED   SEAMEN — PIEREE   LAMONT — DAVID's 
EMPLOYMENT — IHE  REPUBLICAN   OPFICER. 

[0  one  seemed  disposed  to  pay  the  slightest 
attention  to  the  two  boys.  The  officers 
glanced  at  them  superciliously.  The  cap- 
tain, after  taking  a  few  turns  on  deck,  scowled  on 
them  as  he  passed  on  his  way  below.  They  were 
left  standing  on  the  deck  of  the  schooner,  M-hich 
went  flying  on  before  the  still  increasing  gale.  They 
were  wet  and  coldj  and  grieving  for  the  loss  of  their 
old  friend,  as  well  as  very  anxious  about  the  sorrow 
their  absence  would  cause  their  relatives  at  home. 

"I  suppose  the  Frenchmen  won't  let  us  starve 
altogether,"  said  David.  "  The  officers  indeed  don't 
seem  inclined  to  treat  us  well,  but  perhaps  the  men 
may  be  differently  disposed.  I  propose  that,  having 
done  what  we  considered  our  duty,  we  go  forward 
and  throw  ourselves  upon  their  kindness.  Still,  as 
I'm  a  quarter-deck  officer,  we  ouglit  to  be  treated 
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-vith  respect  by  the  officers,  I'm  sure,  if  we  had 
picked  up  two  French  midshipmen  on  board  our 
frigate,  we  should  have  made  regular-  pets  of  them, 
and  given  them  no  cause  to  complain." 

"But  remember  this  is  not  a  frigate,"  observed 
David ;  "  I  think  it  will  be  wiser  to  put  our  dignitj 
in  our  pockets,  and  make  the  best  of  things  as  they 
are. , 

Stni  Harry  held  out  for  some  little  time ;  but  at 
length  the  surly  looks  of  the  officers,  not  to  mention 
his  hunger,  made  him  yield  to  David's  suggestions, 
and  they  quietly  worked  their  way  forward.  As 
soon  as  the  backs  of  the  officers  were  turned  the 
men  came  round  them,  and  by  the  expression  of 
their  countenances  showed  that  they  at  least  bore 
them  no  ill-will.  One  or  two,  by  signs,  invited  them 
below,  and  they  were  very  glad  to  escape  from  the 
cold  autumn  gale  which  was  blowing  through  their 
wet  clothes.  Although  unable  to  communicate  by 
words,  the  lads  had  no  difficulty  in  making  their 
wishes  known  to  the  Frenchmen  by  signs.  Some 
dry  clothes  were  quickly  produced  from  the  bag  of  a 
yoimg  seaman.  As  soon  as  Harry  and  David  had 
dressed  themselves  in  these,  some  provisions  and  a 
bottle  of  wine  were  brought  to  them,  the  Frenchmen 
standing  round  looking  on  with  great  satisfaction 
while  they  discussed  them. 


ADRIFT  IN  A  BOAT, 


" Biiviz,  mes  amis"  said  a  stout  good-natured  look- 
ing seaman,  pouring  out  a  glass  of  clarst.  The  boys 
guessed  by  bis  signs  clearly  enough  what  he  said, 
and  thanked  him  by  nodding  in  return.  They  both 
felt  considerably  better  for  their  repast. 

"  If  it  wasn't  for  the  loss  of  poor  old  Jefferies,  I 
should  not  have  minded  it  at  all,"  said  David ;  "  but 
for  him  to  lose  his  life,  and  for  us  to  find  ourselves 
little  better  than  prisoners  on  board  a  Frenchman,  is 
very  trying." 

"As  you  remember,  nearly  his  last  words  were, 
'  Trust  in  God,'  "  remarked  Harry  ;  "  so  let  us  go  on 
trusting;  he  was  a  good  old  man,  and  is  gone  to 
heaven  I'm  sure,  so  we  ought  not  to  mourn  for  him 
much.  It  w^ould  have  broken  his  heart  to  find 
himself  on  board  this  vessel." 

"  I  wonder  in  what  direction  we  are  going  ? "  said 
David. 

"  I  will  try  and  get  a  look  at  the  compass  when 
we  go  on  deck  again,  but  we  mustn't  let  the  French- 
men think  we  care  anything  about  the  matter,"  said 
Harry. 

"  What  a  pity  it  is  we  can't  talk  French  a  little ! 
I  wish  we  could  thank  these  kind,  good-natured 
fellows,  because  really  I  am  very  grateful  for  their 
kindness  to  us." 

"  At  all  events,  wo  can  do  it  by  signs,"  said  Harry, 
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jumping  up  and  shaking  the  Frenchman  by  the  hand 
who  had  given  them  the  wine. 

"Much  obliged,  monsieur;  much  obliged  for 
your  good  dinner;  the  sausages  were  excellent. 
We  don't  often  taste  such  claret  at  sea  as  you 
gave  us." 

Of  course,  though  the  Frenchman  did  not  under- 
stand a  word  Harry  had  said,  yet  he  was  e\'idently 
in  the  way  of  becoming  a  favourite  among  them. 
When  invited  to  return  on  deck  they  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  do  so,  for  by  keeping  forward  they  were  not 
recognised  among  the  French  crew.  In  the  evening 
they  were  again  invited  to  join  the  mess  of  the  men 
below,  which,  if  not  quite  in  accordance  with  English 
notions,  was  not  quite  the  wretched  fare  on  which 
Frenchmen  are  supposed  to  exist.  Indeed,  it  must 
be  owned  that  the  provisions  were  far  better  cooked 
and  made  into  more  palatable  messes  than  they 
would  have  been  on  board  an  English  vessel  of  the 
same  character.  At  night  they  had  a  berth  allotted 
to  them  in  a  standing  bed-place  forward,  into  which 
they  were  too  glad  to  creep.  Ha\ing  thanked  the 
God  of  mercy  who  had  thus  preserved  them,  in  a 
prayer  which  came  from  the  very  bottom  of  their 
hearts,  and  asked  for  a  blessing  on  all  those  they 
had  left  at  home,  they  lay  down  in  their  narrow 
berth,  and  stowed  themselves  away  as  well  as  space 
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would  allow.  They  had  reason  to  be  thankful  that 
they  had  escaped  the  perils  to  which  they  had  been 
exposed  for  so  many  nights  on  the  raft ;  and  though 
their  sleeping-place  was  very  close  and  dark,  it  had 
the  advantage  of  being  dry.  They  were  very  quickly 
fast  asleep,  in  spite  of  all  the  rolling  and  pitching 
of  the  vessel,  as  she  dashed  forward  across  tlie 
stormy  ocean.  There  was  no  danger  of  their  being 
pitched  out.  In  spite  of  the  groaning  of  the  bulk- 
heads, the  whistling  of  the  wind  through. the  rigging, 
the  loud  dash  of  the  seas  against  the  vessel,  and  the 
numerous  other  loud  wild  sounds  which  are  heard 
during  a  gale  at  sea,  the  boys  slept  on  till  a  gleam 
of  daylight  found  its  way  down  to  their  narrow  berth. 

"•Mancjcz,  mangez,  mes  amis!"  said  a  voice,  which 
was  recognised  as  that  of  their  kind  friend  of  the 
previous  evening.  He  had  come,  it  appeared,  to 
summon  them  to  breakfast,  for  the  crew  were  em- 
ployed below  in  discussing  that  meal.  Once  on 
their  feet,  the  boys  found  themselves  perfectly  ready 
to  join  their  French  friends,  and  to  do  ample  justice 
to  the  food  placed  before  them. 

"If  it  were  not  for  the  dignity  of  the  thing 
we  should  not  be  so  badly  off,  after  all,"  said 
Harry ;  "  but  really  I  cannot  quite  get  over  the 
skipper  not  treating  us  as  officers,  as  he  should  have 
done." 
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The  Frenchmeii  greeted  them  with  kind  smiles, 
and  soon  again  reconciled  them  to  their  wretched 
fate. 

The  gale  now  increased  to  a  regular  hurricane. 
The  schooner  ran  before  it  under  a  close-reefed  fore- 
topsail,  but  even  then  the  seas  followed  so  rapidly 
that  there  appeared  great  probability  of  their  break- 
ing on  board.  Both  officers  and  men  either  re- 
mained below,  or,  when  necessity  compelled  them 
to  be  on  deck,  kept  close  to  the  bulwarks,  that  they 
might  have  something  to  catch  hold  of  should  an 
accident  occur.  Under  these  circumstances  no  work 
was  expected  to  be  done ;  the  boys  were  therefore 
allowed  to  do  just  as  they  pleased.  They  wisely 
kept  forward  among  their  friends  the  seamen.  They 
had  observed  a  boy  about  their  own  age  eyeing  them 
occasionally  as  he  passed  sometimes  with  a  dish 
from  the  cook's  caboose,  or  with  various  messages 
with  which  he  seemed  to  be  generally  employed ;  yet 
he  had  not  hitherto  spoken  to  them. 

"  I  like  his  looks,"  said  David ;  "  I  can't  help 
fancying  that  he  wants  to  be  friendly.  Next  time 
he  passes  us  I  will  say  something  to  him ;  or  see, 
I've  got  a  knife  in  my  pocket ;  I'll  present  it  to  him, 
it  will  show  our  good-will." 

"That  will  be  very  much  like  purchasing  kind- 
ness," answered  Harry. 
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In  a  few  minutes  after  this  the  boy  again  came 
near. 

'  Here,  garpon,"  said  David,  pulling  out  his  knife 
as  he  spoke, "  take  this,  you  may  find  it  very  useful." 

"  Merci,"  said  the  hey,  "  thank  you — much 
obliged." 

"  Wliat !  do  you  speak  English  ? "  asked  David. 

"  Very  little,  but  I  know  what  you  say." 

"  Oh,  we're  so  glad  of  that,"  exclaimed  the  two 
boys  in  the  same  breath. 

"  What  is  your  name  ? "  asked  David. 

"  Pierre  Lamont,"  answered  the  French  boy. 

"  We  shall  be  friends,"  said  David.  "  You  don't 
hate  the  English,  I  hope,  like  the  captain  ? " 

"  Oh  no,  no,"  answered  Pierre,  "  I  love  the  English; 
my  poor  mother  was  English,  but  she  is  dead,  and  so 
is  my  father,  but  he  was  French." 

"  Then  have  you  no  one  to  look  after  you  ? "  ex- 
claimed David,  in  a  tone  of  commiseration. 

"  No,  1  am  aU  alone  in  the  world,  no  one  to  cara 
for  me,"  said  Pierre. 

"  Are  you  happy  here  on  board  this  ship  ?"  asked 
Harry. 

"  Oh  no,  no.  Sometimes  I  am  pretty  well  off;  but 
often  our  cruel  men  order  me  about,  and  beat  me 
with  the  rope's-end  if  I  do  not  do  quickly  what 
they  command." 
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"You  see,  Harry,"  said  David,  "there's  one  on 
board  this  ship  worse  off  than  we  are.  We  have 
some  dear  friends  on  shore,  and  though  they  don't 
know  what  has  become  of  us,  we  hope  that  they  are 
all  safe,  and  that  we  shall  get  back  to  them  some 
day." 

"■  Do  you  know  where  we're  going,  Pierre  ?"  asked 
Harry.  "  I  wanted  to  look  at  the  compass ;  but 
I'm  afraid  of  going  aft,  lest  I  should  meet  the  cap- 
tain." 

"You  are  right  to  keep  away  from  him,"  an- 
swered Pien-e.  "If  he  knew  even  that  I  spoke 
English  he  would  treat  me  worse  than  he  does.  But 
you  ask  where  are  we  going.  I  believe  that  we're 
bound  out  to  the  West  Indies  to  take  as  many  Eng- 
lish merchant  vessels  as  we  can  find." 

"  I  thought  we  were  going  in  that  direction,"  an- 
swered David. 

"  But,  Pierre,  do  you  think  if  any  of  the  English 
vessels  are  defended,  that  the  captain  will  make  us 
fight  against  our  own  countrymen  ? " 

"  Oh,  you  may  depend  on  that,"  said  Pierre.  "That 
is,  you  will  be  employed  in  bringing  up  powder  from 
below." 

"  What !  shall  we  be  turned  into  powder-monkeys  ? " 
exclaimed  Harry,  in  a  tone  of  indignation.  "  That 
will  be  too  bad." 
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"  Is  that  what  you  call  the  boys  who  bring  up  the 
powder?" 

"Yes,  but  only  the  smallest  among  the  ship's 
crew  are  employed  in  that  work,  and  they  should 
not  treat  officers  in  that  way,  even  though  we  are 
their  enemies,"  exclaimed  Harry,  indignantly. 

"That  is  the  very  reason  the  captain  will  take 
delight  in  giving  you  such  employment,"  said 
Pierre.  "No  one  likes  him  on  board.  Even  the 
officers  fear  him ;  but  he  is  said  to  be  a  very  good 
seaman  and  a  daring  character,  so  brave  that  he 
cares  for  nothing." 

From  this  account  of  the  captain  the  boys  saw  that 
they  were  not  far  wrong  in  the  opinion  they  had 
formed  of  him  from  his  countenance  and  his  manner 
towards  them.  They  resolved,  therefore,  to  keep  out 
of  his  way,  and  to  avoid  irritating  him  if  they  could. 
While  the  gale  continued  he  had  quite  enough  to  do 
to  look  after  the  vessel  without  troubling  himself 
about  them.  Indeed,  as  far  as  they  could  judge,  he 
had  forgotten  that  they  were  on  board.  Although 
the  place  below  where  they  sat  with  the  men  was 
close  and  dark  in  consequence  of  being  battened 
down,  they  spent  much  of  their  time  there.  Many 
of  the  men  were  employed  in  various  works.  Several 
were  making  models  of  vessels  in  a  way  few  English 
seamen  could  have   done,    David  proposed  doing 
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something  of  the  sort,  to  show  the  Frenchmen  that 
he  did  not  wish  to  be  idle,  and  that  he  felt  himself  at 
home  among  them.  He  asked  Pierre  to  get  him 
some  corks,  and  to  set  to  work  to  make  a  model  of  a 
village  church.  This,  with  the  aid  of  some  pins,  he 
rapidly  accomplished  with  a  file  which  he  borrowed 
from  one  of  the  men,  and  he  drew  down  the  warm 
commendations  of  his  companions,  who  were  espe- 
cially well  disposed  to  appreciate  such  efforts.  He 
accordingly  presented  it  to  his  stout  friend,  Jacques 
Kossillion,  the  good-natured  seaman  who  had  from 
the  first  taken  an  interest  in  him. 

Thus  several  days  passed  away  tiQ  the  gale  abated, 
the  sea  went  down,  and  sail  was  once  more  made  on 
the  schooner.  Harry  had  been  perhaps  unwisely 
anxious  to  put  on  his  own  imiform  again,  which  was 
now  thoroughly  dry  and  fit  to  wear.  Pierre  advised 
him  not  to  appear  before  the  captain  in  it.  "  Still 
it's  my  proper  dress,"  answered  Harry,  who,  like 
many  midshipmen,  was  very  tenacious  on  that  sub- 
ject. The  gale,  which  had  been  in  their  favour,  had 
carried  them  a  long  way  towards  their  destination, 
as  they  judged  by  the  warmth  of  the  atmosphere 
and  the  tropical  appearance  of  the  sea.  The  officei-s 
as  usual  paced  the  quarter-deck,  and  the  men  con- 
gregated together  forward.  A  monkey,  which  had 
hitherto  stowed  himself  away  somewhere    out  of 
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sight,  was  among  the  occupants  of  the  deck.  To  an 
English  crew  a  monkey  is  a  great  acquisition,  but  a 
French  ship's  company  can  scarcely  get  on  without 
one.  When  they  are  inclined  to  play  pranks  he  is 
always  at  their  service,  and  woe  betide  the  unhappy 
small  boy  of  a  ship's  company  on  whose  muster-roll 
a  monkey  is  not  to  be  found !  as  he  has  to  endure 
what  the  four-handed  animal  would  otherwise  have 
to  go  through. 

On  looking  over  the  side  Harry  observed  a  black 
fin  gliding  along  at  the  same  rate  as  the  schooner. 
"  Look  there,  David ;  did  you  ever  see  a  regular 
shark  before  ? "  he  said.  "  If  anybody  was  to  fall 
overboard  that  fellow  would  snap  him  in  two  in  half 
a  second.  The  best  swimmer  would  have  but  a  poor 
chance  unless  he  was  well  prepared.  I  have  heard 
of  a  sailor  attacking  a  shark  with  a  knife  in  his 
hand,  and  cutting  him  up;  but  a  man  only  with 
iron  nerves  and  great  presence  of  mind  and  a  good 
swimmer  could  ever  make  the  attempt."  While 
they  were  speaking  tlie  captain  appeared  on  deck. 
"  Here,  you  boys,  come  aft,"  he  shouted.  "  What,  do 
you  think  you  are  to  pass  away  your  time  in  idle- 
ness, and  get  fed  and  grow  fat  ?  You  are  very  much 
mistaken  if  you.  think  any  such  thing.  Take  each  of 
you  a  tar-bucket,  and  go  and  black  down  the  rigging 
from  the  fore-topmast  head."     Poor  Harry  looked  at 
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liis  uniform ;  it  had  endured  the  wetting,  but  it 
would  be  spoiled  in  a  few  minutes  by  the  operation 
which  he  was  ordered  to  perform.  He  saw  that  it 
would  not  do  to  disobey  the  captain's  orders.  Tf 
they  had  time  to  find  Pierre  they  might  borrow  some 
frocks  and  canvas  trousers. 

"  I  say  what  I  mean,"  shouted  the  captain ;  "  and 
off  with  you  at  once — one  taking  the  starboard,  and 
one  the  larboard  rigging.  What,  you  don't  like  to 
spoil  your  clothes,  I  see.  I  was  not  allowed  any 
clothes  to  spoil  when  I  was  in  an  English  prison." 

"  Surely  you  will  let  us  borrow  some  frocks,  sir," 
answered  David.  "  Though  we  are  gentlemen,  and 
unaccustomed  to  such  work,  we  are  willing  to  obey 
you,  only  we  don't  want  to  spoil  our  clothes." 

"  Aloft,  I  say,  or  overboard  you  go.  There's  a 
fellow  alongside  ready  to  breakfast  off  you,  if  you 
are  anxious  to  feed  him."  The  little  Frenchman 
looked  so  fierce  that  the  boys  really  believed  he  was 
in  earnest. 

"  It  can't  be  helped,"  said  David.     "  You  must  t^U 
me  what  to  do,  for  I  never  blacked  down  riggin 
even  on  board  the  yacht." 

"  Just  secure  the  bucket  as  you  descend,  and  take 
care  not  to  let  the  tar  drop  from  the  brush  on  deck 
It's  not  the  difficulty  of  the  thing,  but  it  is  very 
derogatory." 
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Seeing  that  there  was  no  use  in  further  expostula- 
tion, the  boys  took  each  of  them  a  bucket  as  they 
were  ordered,  and  ascended,  one  on  one  side,  and  one 
on  the  other,  of  the  fore-rigging,  and  having  reached 
the  masthead  Harry  secured  his  bucket,  and  showed 
David  how  to  secure  his.  The  operation,  besides 
being  a  very  dirty  one,  was  tedious,  as  each  rope  had 
to  be  gone  carefully  round  with  the  tar.  Often  they 
made  melancholy  faces  at  each  other  as  they  gra- 
dually descended,  but  neither  the  captain  nor  officers 
showed  the  slightest  commiseration,  only  watching 
apparently  to  see  that  the  work  was  effectually  per- 
formed. While  the  captain  remained  on  deck  the 
crew  took  no  notice  of  them.  This  was,  however* 
evidently  done  in  kindness.  At  length  the  work 
was  over,  and,  seeing  the  captain  on  deck,  they 
thought  the  best  way  was  to  go  aft  and  report  what 
they  had  done.  "  Very  well,"  said  the  captain ;  "  to- 
morrow you  will  black  down  the  main-rigging ;  in 
the  meantime  I  want  to  see  a  polish  put  upon  those 
brass  stanchions,  and  the  swivel  guns  are  not  so 
bright  as  they  should  be.  I  shall  have  work  for  you 
in  my  cabin,  too,  by  and  by.  You  are  young  Eng- 
lish gentlemen,  I  understand.  You  may  consider  it 
a  privilege  to  have  to  serve  a  poor  republican  sea- 
man, who  has  worked  his  way  up  from  before  the 
mast." 
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"  We  will  do  our  best  to  obey  you,  sir,"  answered 
David,  who  wisely  wished  to  conciliate  the  man,  in 
spite  of  his  surly  mannei's.  He  remembered  that 
**  a  soft  answer  tumeth  away  wrath." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  PKISONERS  HAVE  TO  WORK — THE  CHASE— THE  MERCHANT 
SHIP  IS  TAKEN — THE  BOYS  TIND  THEIR  FRIEND  CAPTAIN 
RYMER  AND   MARY — THE   HURRICANE. 

jjEXT  morning,  as  soon  as  the  boys  appeared 
on  deck,  the  captain  again  called  them  aft. 
"  Aloft  with  you,  lads,  and  black  down  the 
main-rigging,"  he  exclaimed  as  they  approached 
him,  looking  more  humble  even  than  they  felt. 
Knowing,  however,  that  there  was  no  use  in  refusing 
to  do  what  they  were  ordered,  Harry  and  David  took 
up  the  buckets  to  which  the  captain  pointed,  and 
ascended  as  before. 

"  We  must  look  out  not  to  drop  any  tar  on  deck," 
said  Harry,  "  he  will  make  it  an  excuse  to  give  us  a 
rope's-ending  if  we  do ;  I'm  sure  he  means  mis- 
chief." 

The  boys  soon  gained  the  masthead,  and  began 
their  very  disagreeable  task.  The  sun  was  extremely 
hot ;  the  ship  rolled  slowly  from  side  to  side  as  she 
glided  on  before  the  wind.     Poor  David  felt  very 
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sick  and  wretched ;  more  than  once  he  thought  he 
must  give  in,  hut  Harry  cheered  him  by  exclaiming, — 

"  Let  us  show  that  we  are  Englishmen,  and  at  all 
events  that  we  are  not  to  he  daunted  by  any  work 
these  Frenchmen  can  give  us." 

Thus  encouraged,  David,  who  really  had  as  much 
spirit  as  Harry,  determined  to  persevere.  The  work, 
however,  progressed  more  slowly  than  on  the  pre- 
vious day.  Several  times  the  captaui  came  on  deck 
and  watched  them ;  they  continued  their  work  as  if 
they  did  not  observe  him.  By  the  time  it  was  com- 
pleted, as  may  be  supposed,  their  clothing  was  en- 
tirely spoiled.  As  they  stepped  on  deck  he  grinned 
at  them  maliciously. 

"  Ah !  now  you  look  what  you  must  in  future 
expect  to  be,"  he  remarked ;  "  go  forward  and  stow 
away  those  buckets,  and  then  come  aft  to  me." 

"  I  wonder  what  he  is  going  to  make  us  do  next  ?" 
said  Harry,  as  they  handed  the  buckets  over  to  the 
boatswain.  Poor  David,  overcome  with  the  heat, 
scarcely  answered.  A  cup  of  water  which  he  had 
obtained  from  a  cask  on  deck  somewhat  revived 
him. 

"  Well,  we  must  go  aft,  and  face  it  out  as  best  we 
can,"  he  answered ;  "  come  along,  I'm  ready." 

The  captain  ordered  them  into  his  cabin. 

"Now,  lads,  I  want  that  furniture  cleaned;  the 
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brass  has  not  been  burnished  for  some  time."  He 
put  some  leather  into  their  hands.  The  difficulty 
of  the  work  was  not  so  great,  but  it  was  evidently 
given  to  insult  them  on  account  of  its  menial 
character.  Harry  especially  felt  this.  Still  they 
had  no  resource  but  to  obey,  and  scrubbed  away 
with  might  and  main.  At  last  the  captain  came 
below. 

"  Now,  you  young  English  midshipman,  I've  some 
special  work  for  you  to  do.  See  that  locker ;  there 
are  several  pairs  of  boots  and  shoes — you'll  find  a 
blacking-bottle  and  brushes.  I  want  them  cleaned." 
Harry's  proud  spirit  rose  within  him.  Should  he 
defy  the  tyrannical  captain,  and  declare  that  he 
would  die  sooner  than  so  employ  himself?  The 
captain  seemed  to  divine  his  thoughts. 

"  As  you  please,  youngster,"  he  observed ;  "  no  one 
disobeys  me  on  board  this  vessel." 

Harry  remembered  the  shark,  and  the  captain's 
threat  on  the  previous  day. 

"  Oh  !  I  will  help  you,"  said  David,  looking  at 
him. 

"  No,  it  is  his  work,"  said  the  captain. 

Poor  Harry  saw  there  was  no  use  in  offering  any 
resistance,  and  taking  out  the  brushes  began  to  clean 
the  shoes.  It  was  a  work  which  a  midshipman  in 
those  days  often  had  to  perform  for  himself;  but 
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then  it  was  very  different  doing  it  for  another,  and 
that  other  a  Frenchman.  At  length,  however,  the 
boys  were  dismissed,  having  performed  all  the  tasks 
given  to  them.  They  hurried  forward  and  dived 
below.  The  first  person  they  met  was  Pierre,  who 
looked  with  commiseration  on  their  tarred  dresses. 

"  I  came  on  board  with  a  nice  clean  suit,  and  had 
to  spoil  it  just  as  you  have  had  to  spoil  yours,"  he 
observed ;  "  and  now  he  abuses  me  when  I  go  into  his 
cabin,  for  not  looking  clean." 

After  this  the  boys  were  regularly  sent  aft  to  help 
wash  down  decks,  and  to  keep  the  stanchions  and 
other  parts  about  the  ship  bright.  This  gave  them 
abundant  occupation.  However,  when  they  could 
manage  to  get  below,  they  were  treated  even  more 
kindly  than  before  by  the  crew. 

They  had  been  for  some  weeks  cruising  up  and 
down  without  even  sighting  a  saO,  when  one  mornin<T, 
on  Harry  and  David  coming  on  deck,  they  found  the 
captain  and  officers  in  a  considerable  state  of  excite- 
ment. The  captain  himself  went  aloft  with  his  glass, 
and  on  his  return  ordered  the  ship's  course  to  be 
altered,  and  all  sail  to  be  set. 

"  "We  are  in  chase  of  some  vessel  or  other,"  observed 
Harry ;  "  depend  upon  it  the  Frenchmen  expect  to 
make  a  prize  of  her." 

All  hands  were  called  on  deck.    Now  one  sail  and 
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now  another  was  added, — some  rigged  out  so  as 
just  to  skim  the  surface  of  the  water,  while  with 
buckets  and  scoops  the  sails  were  wetted  as  high  as 
they  could  be  reached.  Harry  and  David  could  see  in 
the  far  distance  a  large  ship,  which  from  her  narrow 
yards  and  the  cxt  of  her  sails  Harry  said  he  thought 
was  really  a  merchantman,  which  of  course  the 
Frenchman  took  her  to  be. 

"  But  suppose  she  is  not,"  said  David. 

"  Then  they  will  find  out  that  they  have  caught  a 
Tartar,  and  we  shall  get  out  of  the  power  of  this 
Monsieur  Sourcrout,"  answered  Harry;  "however, 
we  mustn't  raise  our  hopes  too  high." 

"  The  ship  ahead  has  shown  English  colours,"  the 
boys  heard  from  some  of  the  crew,  for  they  could 
not  get  a  glass  to  look  through.  She,  it  seemed,  did 
not  like  the  appearance  of  the  stranger,  for  she  now 
set  all  sail  and  went  off  also  directly  before  the 
wind.  A  stern  chase  is  a  long  chase,  but  if  the 
chaser  is  a  faster  vessel  than  the  chased,  she  will  come 
up  with  her  at  last.  As  the  day  drew  on  it  was  very 
evident  that  the  schooner  had  gained  very  con- 
siderably on  the  chase.  She  was  seen  to  be  an  old- 
fashioned  merchant  vessel,  a  regular  West  India 
trader,  probably,  which  would  afford  a  rich  prize  to 
the  captors. 

The  excitement  of  the  captain  and  officers  was 
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extreme.  Already  they  anticipated  the  rich  booty 
which  would  soon  be  theirs. 

"  Oh !  do  you  think  those  people  on  board  that 
vessel  will  give  in  without  fighting  ?"  asked  David. 

"  I  think  very  likely  not,"  said  Harry ;  "  we  shall 
soon  know ;  in  less  than  an  hour  we  shall  be  along- 
side." 

"  Wliat  had  we  better  do  ?"  asked  David. 

"Stay  on  deck  and  see  what  takes  place,"  said 
Harry. 

"  What,  and  run  the  chance  of  being  shot  ? "  said 
David ;  "  I  don't  think  that  would  be  wise." 

"  Well,  let  us  wait  and  see  till  the  time  comes," 
said  Harry,  who  w^as  evidently  very  unwilling  to  go 
below  while  any  fighting  was  taking  place. 

In  the  meantime  the  Frenchmen  were  very  active 
in  preparing  the  ship  for  action.  Arm-chests  were 
thrown  open,  and  arms  were  handed  to  each  of  the 
crew.  The  cutlasses  were  secured  to  their  waists, 
and  the  pistols  they  stuck  in  their  belts.  The  guns 
were  cast  loose  and  loaded,  and  the  French  ensign 
run  up  at  the  peak.  The  magazine  was  opened,  and 
Harry  and  David  were  called  aft  by  the  captain,  and 
told  to  go  below. 

"  I  knew  that's  what  we  should  have  to  do,"  said 
Harry. 

"Stand  by,   and  hand  up  the  powder  as  it  is 
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wanted,"  said  tlie  captain,  in  an  authoritative  tone, 
which  there  was  no  disobeying.  Pierre  and  the  other 
boys  were  employed  in  the  same  way. 

"  We  shall  have  to  carry  the  powder  on  deck  in 
these  tubs,  and  sit  on  it  till  it  is  wanted,"  said 
Harry. 

"  And  run  as  great  a  risk  of  being  shot  as  any  of 
the  crew  ? "  asked  David. 

"  There's  no  help  for  it,"  said  Harry.  "  If  we 
refuse,  the  French  skipper  is  just  as  likely  to  shoot 
us  through  the  head  as  not.  He's  been  waiting  for 
this  opportunity  to  have  his  revenge  on  us." 

As  soon  as  the  guns  were  loaded,  a  fresh  supply 
of  powder  was  called  for,  and  Harry  and  the  other 
boys  were  ordered  to  carry  it  up  on  deck.  There 
they  sat  in  a  row  on  the  tubs  which  contained  the 
bags  of  powder,  looking  anything  but  contented  with 
their  lot.  The  schooner  now  rapidly  came  up  with 
the  merchant  vessel,  for  such  there  seemed  no  doubt 
was  the  character  of  the  chase.  Whether  or  not  she 
would  fight  seemed  a  question.  As  they  drew 
nearer,  a  considerable  number  of  men  were  seen  on 
deck,  and  she  gave  no  signs  of  yielding.  As  soon 
as  the  Frenchman's  bowchaser  could  be  brought  to 
bear,  a  shot  was  fired,  but  no  reply  was  given. 
Another  and  another  followed  in  rapid  succession. 
Neither  of  the  shots  took  effect       At  length  the 
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schooner  got  near  enough  to  fire  a  whole  broadside. 
As  she  was  about  to  do  so,  the  ship  hauled  up  her 
courses,  and,  standing  across  the  Frenchman's 
bows,  gave  her  a  raking  broadside  which  struck  down 
several  of  her  crew,  and  caused  some  little  damage 
to  her  masts  and  spars.  Harry  and  David  looked 
anxiously  towards  each  other.  Neither  of  them  was 
hurt,  nor  was  Pierre,  in  whom  they  took  a  warm 
interest.  This  opposition,  however,  seemed  to  excite 
the  captain  to  the  utmost  pitch  of  fury.  He  stamped 
and  swore,  and  ordered  a  broadside  to  be  immediately 
poured  into  the  English  ship.  The  two  vessels  now 
ran  on  alongside  each  other.  It  was  clear  if  the  English 
vessel  was  to  be  taken,  she  would  not  be  captured 
withou  ta  severe  struggle.  The  Frenchman's  guns 
were  heavier  and  more  numerous  than  hers,  and  the 
crew  were  better  trained  to  their  use.  This  soon 
began  to  tell.  Several  of  her  spars  were  soon  shot 
away,  and  from  the  faintness  of  her  fire  it  seemed 
too  probable  that  many  of  her  crew  had  been  killed 
or  wounded.  As  long  as  the  Frenchman's  spars  re- 
mained standing,  to  escape  was  hopeless,  and  hei 
guns  were  therefore  directed  rather  to  knock  away  the 
Frenchman's  masts  than  to  kill  the  crew.  In  this, 
however,  she  was  not  successful,  and  several  of  her 
own  spars  were  shot  away  instead.  At  length  the 
French  captain,  delivering  another  broadside,  ranged 
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up  alongside  with  the  intention  of  boarding.  An 
attempt  was  made  to  avoid  this,  and  boarding  nettings 
were  seen  triced  up  above  the  bulwarks  of  the  English 
ship.     Again  the  Frenchman  ran  alongside. 

"  They  shall  not  foil  us  a  second  time/'  exclaimed 
the  French  captain ;  "  no  quarter  if  they  do  not 
yield." 

Harry  and  David  trembled  for  the  fate  of  their 
unfortunate  countrymen  on  board  the  merchantman. 
Just  then  the  English  ensign  was  seen  to  descend 
from  the  peak.  Those  on  board  the  English  vessel 
thought  that  further  resistance  was  liopeless.  The 
Frenchmen  swarmed  up  the  sides,  and  were  quickly 
in  possession  of  the  English  ship. 

"We'll  follow,  and  see  what  takes  place,"  said 
Harry ;  "  we  may  perhaps  help  some  of  the  poor 
people." 

"  As  there  was  no  one  to  interfere  with  them,  they 
were  soon  on  the  merchantman's  deck.  Some  live 
or  six  of  the  crew  lay  dead,  while  three  or  four 
others,  badly  wounded,  were  being  conveyed  below. 
Tlie  French  captain,  by  his  gestures,  seemed  dis- 
appointed at  not  having  his  expected  revenge,  and 
he  was  abusing  the  English  captain  for  having 
attempted  to  oppose  him.  A  man  stood  by,  receiv- 
ing the  swords  of  the  captain  and  several  other 
persons,  who  seemed  to  be  gentlemen.    Harry  and 
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David  observed  one  whose  face  had  been  turned 
away  from  them  at  first. 

"  Harry,"  exclaimed  David,  "  I'm  sure  that's  Cap- 
tain Eymer.  If  Mary  is  on  board,  how  dreadful  for 
her !" 

"  It's  very  like  him,"  said  Harry ;  "  I'm  afraid  it 
must  be  him.  But  how  could  he  have  come  on  board 
the  ship  ?  "We  shall  soon  know,  at  all  events — I  will 
try  and  speak  to  him." 

As  may  be  supposed,  even  their  dearest  friends 
would  not  have  known  the  two  lads  in  their  tarry- 
clothes,  and  their  faces  begrimed  with  powder.  As 
soon  as  the  French  captain  and  his  followers  went 
below  to  examine  the  cargo  of  the  ship,  Harry  and 
David  stole  up  to  the  gentleman  whom  they  sup- 
posed to  be  Captain  Eymer.  He  was  indeed  their 
friend. 

"What,  lads!"  he  exclaimed,  looking  at  them, 
"  are  you  reaUy  alive  ?  I  am  thankful  to  find  you 
so,  even  in  this  plight." 

Harry  rapidly  explained  how  they  came  to  be  on 
board  the  French  vessel 

"And  is  Mary  with  you  ?"  asked  Harry,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  and  there  are  several  other  ladies  in  the 
cabin  below.  They  have  shut  themselves  in,  and  I 
trust  will  receive  no  annoyance  from  the  French- 
men." 
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"I  don't  think  we  should  be  seen  talking  with 
you,"  said  Harry,  "  because  we  may  hope  to  be  of 
some  assistance,  although  we  don't  see  clearly  how 
that  is  to  be  just  yet." 

The  Frenchmen  seemed  highly  elated  at  finding 
they  had  captured  an  unusually  rich  prize,  and  were 
in  a  veiy  good  humour,  in  spite  of  the  loss  of  a  few 
of  their  number.  The  dead  were  soon  thrown  over- 
board, and  the  wounded  placed  in  the  doctor's  hands 
out  of  sight,  the  decks  washed  down,  and  most  of 
the  traces  of  the  combat  done  away  with.  A  picked 
crew  of  the  Frenchmen  were  sent  on  board  the 
English  merchantman,  which  it  seemed  the  intention 
of  the  captain  to  carry  into  the  nearest  port  in  the 
West  Indies  belonging  to  France.  Harry  and  David 
could  not  bear  the  thoughts  of  being  separated  from 
Captain  Eymer,  and  resolved  to  stow  themselves 
away  on  board  the  English  vessel,  hoping  they 
might  not  be  missed.  Among  the  prize  crew  were, 
to  their  great  satisfaction,  their  good-natured  friends 
Jacques  Eosillion  and  Pierre  Lamont.  The  first 
lieutenant  came  to  take  the  command.  The  French- 
men more  than  doubled  the  remainder  of  the  English 
crew,  who,  however,  were  expected  to  assist  in  work- 
ing the  ship.  Scarcely  had  these  arrangements  been 
made  when  a  strong  breeze  sprang  up.  The  boats 
were  hoisted  in,  and  the  two  vessels  separated     The 
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wind  increased  very  rapidly,  and  so  heavy  a  sea  got 
up  that  it  would  have  been  dangerous  for  a  boat  to 
pass  from  one  vessel  to  the  other.  Before  long,  how- 
ever, the  schooner  ranged  up  near  the  ship. 

"  You  have  got  those  two  English  boys  on  board ; 
give  them  the  rope's-end,"  shouted  the  French  cap- 
tain, who,  apparently,  had  only  just  then  discovered 
that  Harry  and  David  had  escaped  him. 

The  French  lieutenant  replied  that  he  would  see 
to  it,  and  again  the  vessels  separated.  He,  however, 
had  never  looked  at  them  in  the  same  surly  way  the 
other  officers  had  done,  and  as  they  took  good  care 
to  keep  out  of  his  sight,  he  seemed  to  forget  the 
orders  he  had  received.  The  wind  went  on  increas- 
ing tUl  it  seemed  likely  to  become  a  regular  hurri- 
cane. The  management  of  the  ship  completely 
occupied  the  French  crew,  so  that  they  had  but 
little  time  to  look  after  their  prisoners.  The  Eng- 
lish captain  and  his  officers  were  ordered  to  remain 
as  prisoners  in  one  of  the  cabins  with  a  sentinel 
placed  over  them,  but  the  rest  of  the  crew  were 
allowed  to  go  about  at  liberty. 

"Don't  you  think  it  would  be  possible  to  get 
back  the  ship?"  said  Harry  to  David.  "Shall 
I  propose  to  make  the  attempt  to  Captain 
Eymer  ?" 

"  If  it  was  not  for  Mary  and  the  other  ladies," 
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said  David,  "  he  miglit  consent ;  but  the  risk  to  them 
would  be  too  fearful  were  we  to  fail." 

Hitherto  they  had  not  had  the  opportunity  of  see- 
ing Marj^  Finding,  however,  that  the  Frenchmen 
as  well  as  the  English  crew  were  engaged  in  making 
the  ship  snug,  they  stole  aft  and  found  their  way  to 
the  cabin  door. 

"  May  we  come  in  ?"  said  Harry, 

"Yes,  yes,"  answered  a  voice,  which  they  thought 
was  Mary's. 

When,  however,  they  opened  the  door  and  pre- 
sented themselves,  for  a  minute  Mary  could  scarcely 
recognise  them,  so  changed  v/ere  they  since  the  day 
they  had  parted  from  her  after  the  picnic — Harry 
in  his  bright  new  uniform,  and  David  in  his  trim 
yachtsman's  attire.  Now  their  hair  was  long,  their 
cheeks  were  sunken,  at  least  so  far  as  could  be  seen 
through  the  powder  which  begrimed  them,  and  their 
dresses  were  covered  from  head  to  foot  with  tar ; 
still,  the  moment  they  spoke,  she  sprang  forward 
and  took  them  warmly  by  the  hands. 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  thankful  that  you  have  not  been 
lost,  as  we  thought  you  were,"  she  exclaimed,  and 
the  tears  came  into  her  eyes ;  "  this  is  a  very  sad 
way  of  meeting,  but  still  I  hope  God  will  protect 
us  all,  and  I  am  thankful  to  see  you  both." 

Most  of  the  ladies,  who  were  all  passengers,  were 
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eager  to  hear  of  the  boys'  adventures.  These  they 
briefly  gave.  Some,  however,  were  too  frightened 
by  the  sound  of  the  hurricane,  and  the  tossing  and 
rolling  of  the  ship,  to  listen  to  them. 

"Do  you  think  there  is  any  danger?"  at  last 
asked  Mary  of  Harry. 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Harry,  "  but  Captain  Eymer 
knows  more  about  it  than  I  do." 

Captain  Eymer,  who  at  this  moment  entered  the 
cabin,  looked  somewhat  anxious,  though  he  endea- 
voured to  speak  in  a  cheerful  voice,  and  began  to 
express  his  satisfaction  at  the  escape  of  his  young 
friends  from  the  numerous  dangers  to  which  they 
had  been  exposed.  Night  was  now  coming  on,  and 
it  was  evident  that  the  ship-  was  in  the  midst  of  a 
regular  West  Indian  hurricane.  The  French  officer 
was  evidently  a  good  seaman,  and  did  all  that  could 
be  done  under  the  circumstances  for  the  safety  of 
the  ship.  The  topgallant-masts  were  struck,  and 
every  sail  was  furled  except  a  closely  reefed  fore- 
topsail,  with  which  the  ship  ran  before  the  gale. 
Night  had  now  come  on ;  the  wind,  as  is  generally 
the  case  during  a  hurricane,  shifted  so  much  that  it 
was  difficult  to  ascertain  in  what  direction  she  was 
Iriving.  Captain  Eymer  several  times  went  on 
deck,  but  had  a  not  very  satisfactory  report  to  give 
on  his  return. 
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"  As  long  as  the  ship  does  not  spring  a  leak  we 
have  nothing  to  fear,  however,"  he  observed. 

Still  the  ship  rolled  and  pitched  so  much  that  it 
seemed  scarcely  possible  that  a  structure  of  wood 
and  iron  could  hold  together.  The  poor  ladies  had 
to  sit  on  the  deck  of  the  cabin  and  hold  on  by  the 
legs  of  the  table,  while  the  lamp  swung  backwards 
and  forwards  in  a  way  that  threatened  every  instant 
to  cause  its  fracture.  Harry  and  David,  though  they 
had  seen  enough  of  storms,  agreed  to  go  up  on  deck 
and  see  what  was  taking  place.  One  glance  satisfied 
them.  The  mountain  seas,  covered  with  white  foam, 
were  rolling  up  on  either  side  of  the  ship,  and 
threatened  every  instant  to  come  down  upon  her 
deck.     They  gladly  descended  again. 

"  I  don't  at  all  like  the  look  of  things,  1  confess," 
said  David.  "  As  long,  however,  as  Captain  Eymer 
is  satisfied  that  all  is  right,  so  should  we  be." 
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l'hibondelle. 

pT  is  scarcely  necessary  to  relate  that  Captain 
Eymer  was  on  his  way,  on  board  the 
Cerherus,  West  Indian  merchantman,  to 
take  the  command  to  which  he  had  been  appointed 
when  he  was  captured  by  the  privateer.  He  had 
been  too  much  accustomed  to  the  ups  and  downs  of 
a  sailor's  life  to  be  disheartened  at  what  had  oc- 
curred, though  it  was  a  great  trial  it  must  be  owned. 
He  had  cause  also  to  be  gi-ateful  that  he  and  his 
companions  had  not  received  that  ill-usage  to  which 
passengers  were  too  often  subjected  when  their  vessel 
was  taken  by  a  privateer.  It  might  have  been  very 
diflerent  had  the  Trench  captain  himself  remained 
on  board.  He  had  now,  however,  great  cause  for 
apprehension,  in  consequence  of  the  increasing  vio- 
lence of  the  hurricane.  The  Cerherus,  he  knew,  was 
a  stout,  strong-bidlt  ship,  but  many  a  stout  ship  had 
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gone  down  in  a  West  Indian  Imrricane ;  not  long 
before,  several  line-of-battle  ships  with  all  their  gal- 
lant crews  had  been  lost.  Things  on  deck  looked  as 
bad  as  they  well  could  do.  He  was  a  Christian  man, 
and  put  his  trust  in  One  who  is  all-able  to  save. 
Thus  he  could  impart  hope  and  confidence  to  his 
companions.  Hitherto  the  ship  had  not  sprung  a 
leak,  and,  as  far  as  he  could  judge,  they  were  at 
some  distance  from  any  land.  The  French  had, 
however,  become  alarmed.  Some,  like  true  men, 
stayed  at  their  posts  on  deck,  but  the  greater  number 
had  gone  below  and  stowed  themselves  away  in  the 
berths.  A  few  had  endeavoured  to  break  open  the 
spirit-room,  but  the  French  officers,  suspecting  their 
intentions,  had  been  in  time  to  prevent  them,  and 
threatened  to  shoot  the  first  man,  whether  French- 
man or  Englishman,  who  would  again  make  the 
attempt.  Order  was  thus  kept  on  board.  No  human 
power  was  longer  of  any  avail  in  guiding  the  ship. 
The  hatches  were  battened  down  in  time  to  prevent 
the  seas,  which  now  began  to  break  on  board,  from 
washing  below.  On  she  drove  before  the  hurricane. 
The  caboose  and  spars  were  first  washed  away  ;  then 
two  of  the  quarter-boats  sliarcd  the  same  fate.  The 
seas  were  making  a  clean  sweep  over  the  decks ; 
still  on  she  drove.  Now  part  of  the  bulwarks  were 
knocked  to  pieces,  and  it  seemed  that  in  a  shorl 
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Lime  everything  on  declc  would  follow ;  still  the 
masts  stood  and  the  ship  floated.  There  was  hope, 
but  it  grew  fainter  and  fainter;  even  the  stoutest 
liearts  had  cause  to  fear.  Several  fearful  hours  fol- 
lowed. The  hurricane  howled  more  loudly  and 
fiercely  around  the  ship,  and  the  raging  seas  seemed 
to  have  gained  her  as  their  prey. 

"  Do  you  really  think  she  will  live  through  it  ? " 
asked  David  of  Harry. 

"  Yes,  I  do  think  so ;  we've  gone  through  so  many 
dangers,  that  I  can't  fancy  that  we're  to  be  lost  at 
last,"  was  Harry's  reply. 

Another  and  another  hour  passed  away.  "  Surely 
the  hurricane  must  come  to  an  end  at  last,"  said 
David.  "  Did  you  ever  know  one  last  so  long.  Cap- 
tain Eymer  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"They  seldom  last  more  than  twelve  or  fifteen 
hours,  and  this  gives  me  hope  that  we  shall  escape," 
answered  their  friend.  "  I  see  a  gleam  of  daylight 
coming  through  a  scuttle.  Depend  upon  it,  before 
long  the  wind  will  begin  to  fall." 

AYhUe  they  were  speaking  loud  cries  arose  from 
those  on  deck.  "  Breakers  ahead ! "  shouted  the 
English  crew.  Directly  aftei'wards  there  was  a  fear- 
fid  crash. 

"  We're  cast  upon  a  reef ! "  exclaimed  HaiTy ;  "  per- 
haps, after  all,  our  last  day  is  come." 
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Captain  Eymer  set  an  example  of  coolness  to  his 
companions.  "Eemain  together,"  he  said  to  Mary 
and  the  other  ladies,  "  I  will  go  on  deck  and 
ascertain  the  state  of  affairs,  and  return  for  yon, 
if  there  is  a  prospect  of  your  reaching  the  shore. 
We  are  in  God's  hands,  and  though  we  may  be 
unable  to  help  ourselves,  let  us  feel  that  He  will 
care  for  us." 

While  he  was  thus  speaking,  the  ship  seemed  to  be 
lifted  by  the  seas,  and  then  down  she  came  again  with 
another  crash.  Just  as  Captain  Eymer  reached  the 
deck,  followed  by  David  and  Harry,  the  masts  were 
seen  to  go  by  the  board;  the  ship  had  struck  upon  a 
reef,  over  which  the  sea  was  driving  her,  and  inside 
of  it  the  waters  seemed  comparatively  calm. 

"Why,  men,"  shouted  Captain  Eymer  to  the 
crew,  "  I  believe  if  we  remain  by  the  ship  we  shall 
all  be  able  to  gain  the  shore  in  safety."  The  French- 
men, however,  did  not  imderstand  him,  and  were 
engaged  in  launching  the  remaining  boats.  He  felt 
sure  that  in  the  raging  seas  which  surrounded  the 
ship  no  boats  would  live. 

"Whatever  happens,  we  will  remain  on  board," 
he  said  to  Harry  and  David.  "  The  ship  I  know  is 
strong,  and  will  hold  together  till  tlie  storm  is 
abated.  Those  who  attempt  to  embark  now  will,  I 
fear,  lose  their  live^" 
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In  vain  lie  urged  the  Frenchmen  to  remain.  The 
English  captain  alone,  with  one  of  his  officers,  agreed 
that  he  was  right.  The  boats  were  lowered  and  the 
infatuated  men  leaped  into  them.  Pierre  Lamont 
had  courageously  remained  on  deck  during  the 
hurricane,  but  he  now  seemed  inclined  to  follow  his 
countrymen  into  the  boats.  Harry  and  David  saw 
him,  and  shouted  to  him  not  to  go.  Hearing  them 
he  turned  back,  but  one  of  the  Frenchmen  seized 
him  by  the  arms,  and  before  he  could  disengage 
himself,  had  dragged  him  into  the  boat.  Scarcely, 
however,  had  the  boats  shoved  off,  crowded  with 
human  beings,  than  first  one,  then  the  other,  was 
capsized,  and  all  were  thrown  into  the  water.  In 
vain  the  shrieking  wretches  attempted  to  regain  the 
ship;  some  clung  to  the  boats;  a  few  who  could 
swim  struggled  for  some  time  amid  the  foaming 
waves.  Captain  Eymer  had  before  this  gone  below, 
but  Captain  Williams  and  those  who  remained  on 
deck,  got  ropes  ready  to  throw  to  any  who  might  be 
washed  near  the  ship.  None  were  so  fortunate,  and 
one  by  one  they  were  carried  far  away,  and  dis- 
appeared amid  the  foaming  breakers. 

"  Is  there  not  one  who  can  be  saved  ? "  exclaimed 
David,  who  had  stood  watcliing  the  scene  with 
horror. 

'-*  Yes,  yes,  I  see  one  clinging  to  the  wreck  of  our 
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inasts,"  answered  Harry ;  "  I  must  go  and  try  to 
rescue  him,     I  do  believe  that  it  is  Pierre ! " 

"  Oh,  let  me  go  then,"  said  David ;  "  I  can  swim 
better  than  you,  you  know." 

"  This  is  a  case  for  scrambling  rather  than  for 
swimming,"  answered  Harry;  "  I'll  fasten  a  rope  round 
my  waist,  and  we'll  have  him  quickly  on  board." 

Harry,  before  David  could  offer  another  objection, 
did  as  he  proposed.  It  was  an  undertaking,  however, 
of  the  greatest  danger,  and  the  utmost  activity  and 
vigilance  could  alone  have  saved  him  from  being 
struck  by  the  broken  spars  which  were  dashed  here 
and  there  by  the  seas. 

At  length  Harry  reached  the  object  of  his  search. 
Pierre  looked  up  at  him  eagerly.  "  Oh,  save  me,  save 
me !  I  cannot  hold  on  longer,"  he  exclaimed. 

Harry  sprang  forward  and  grasped  the  French  boy 
by  the  collar  just  as  his  hands  relaxed  their  hold. 
He  dragged  him  up  on  the  mast.  To  return  with 
him  was  even  more  difficult  than  the  first  part  of  the 
undertaking.  Undaunted,  however,  Harry  per- 
severed, and,  though  more  than  once  almost  losing 
his  footing,  succeeded  at  length  in  bringing  young 
Pierre  on  board.  "Brave  garQon!"  exclaimed 
Jacques,  as  he  helped  him  up ;  "  oh,  I  would  die 
for  you !  I  will  be  ever  your  friend." 

Except  the  lieutenant  in  command,  ami  hone  ' 
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Jacques  Eosillion,  no  Frenchman  remained  on  board, 
and  the  ship  ^va3  once  more,  therefore,  in  possession 
of  the  English.  Scarcely  had  this  fearful  catastrophe 
occurred  than  the  weather  gave  evident  signs  of 
improving.  Captain  WiUiams,  the  English  com- 
mander, accompanied  by  Captain  Eymer,  went  round 
the  ship  below  and  brought  back  a  satisfactory 
report  that  she  appeared  to  have  suffered  very  little 
damage  by  the  blows  she  had  received.  The  shore 
was,  however,  not  particularly  inviting ;  a  few  groups 
of  cocoa-nut  trees  and  other  tropical  plants  were 
alone  to  be  seen.  It  was  an  island  scarcely  more 
than  two  miles  in  circumference,  one  of  those  spots 
known  as  quays  in  the  West  Indies;  still,  should 
the  ship  break  up,  it  would  afford  them  shelter,  and 
they  could  not  help  longing  to  be  able  to  reach  the 
beach.  As  the  boats  and  all  had  been  lost,  this 
coidd  not  be  done  till  a  raft  had  been  buUt.  The 
gentlemen  immediately  set  about  constructing  one. 
As  the  spars  had  all  been  washed  away,  it  was 
necessary  first  to  get  those  which  floated  alongside 
from  the  rigging.  There  were  planks  also  below ; 
these  were  got  up,  with  all  the  empty  casks  which 
could  be  collected.  By  knocking  away  some  of  the 
bulwarks,  aud  by  bringing  on  deck  a  few  of  tho 
seamen's  chests,  they  soon  had  materials  for  con- 
structing a  raft  large  enough  for  carrying  the  whole 

T- 
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party.  All  hands  worked  with  a  will.  The  French 
lieutenant  was  very  active,  and  seemed  in  no  way 
put  out  by  having  the  tables  so  completely  turned 
upon  him.  He  was  probably  grateful,  as  he  ought 
to  have  been,  for  having  escaped  with  his  life.  By 
the  time  the  raft  was  finished,  the  sea  had  so  com- 
pletely gone  down  that  there  was  little  difficulty  in 
launching  it.  The  bulwarks  having  been  already 
completely  washed  away,  all  that  was  necessary  was 
to  let  it  slip  quietly  overboard.  Its  constructors 
gave  a  cheer  as  they  saw  it  floating  calmly  alongside ; 
they  had  still,  however,  to  rig  the  mast  and  sail,  as 
weU  as  to  fit  some  oars  to  guide  it  towards  the 
shore. 

When  this  was  done,  the  captains  invited  all  the 
passengers  up  on  deck.  It  was  agreed  that  it  would 
be  safer  to  convey  only  half  at  a  time.  Harry  and 
David  begged  that  they  might  accompany  Captain 
Eymer  and  Mary.  Captain  Eymer  agreed  to  let 
Captain  Williams  conduct  the  first  party,  saying  that 
he  should  be  content  to  remain  on  board  till  the 
return  of  the  raft.  Before  the  raft  left  the  side,  a 
supply  of  provisions  were  lowered  down  upon  it; 
and,  with  the  prayers  of  those  who  remained  on 
board  for  its  safe  voyage,  the  raft  shoved  off  from 
the  side  of  the  ship.  Its  progress  was  slow,  for 
there  was  very  little  wind,  and  there  seeined  to  be 
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a  current  sweeping  round  the  island  which  took  it 
out  of  its  direct  course.  At  length,  however,  it 
reached  the  heach,  and  those  on  it  leaped  out  and  ran 
eagerly  up  on  to  the  dry  land.  The  men  had,  however, 
to  return  for  the  provisions,  which  were  landed  in 
safety.  Then  Captain  Williams,  and  two  seamen 
who  accompanied  him,  had  to  return  to  the  ship  ; 
they  were  a  considerable  time,  and  it  seemed  doubt- 
ful indeed,  in  consequence  of  the  current  which  had 
to  be  encountered,  whether  they  would  regain  her. 
They  succeeded,  however,  at  last. 

Captain  Eymer,  with  those  who  had  remained  on 
board,  had  employed  their  time  in  getting  up  pro- 
visions, and  their  first  care  was  to  load  her  with  as  large 
a  supply  as  she  could  safely  carry;  this  done,  the 
remainder  of  those  on  board  now  made  for  the  shore, 
which  by  some  exertion  they  safely  reached.  The 
first  care  of  the  ship^Tccked  party  on  reaching  the 
shore  was  to  send  out  some  of  their  number  in  search 
for  water.  Captain  Eymer  had  brought  some  from 
the  wreck,  but  tliis  was  only  sufficient  to  last  for  a 
short  time,  and  their  lives  might  depend  upon  their 
obtaining  a  supply.  Only  those  who  have  felt  the 
want  of  water  know  how  to  appreciate  its  value. 
Others,  in  the  meantime,  employed  themselves  in 
getting  up  a  tent  for  the  ladies ;  for  which  purpose 
they  had  brought  some  spare  sails  and  ropes.     In  a 
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short  time  the  party  which  had  gone  out  in  search  of 
water  returned  with  the  report  that  none  was  to  he 
found.  This  rendered  it  important  to  economise 
their  slender  store,  and  to  procure  a  future  supply 
from  the  ship  as  soon  as  possible. 

All  this  time  no  one  seemed  to  have  thought  of 
the  French  privateer.  She  had  not  been  seen  since 
the  commencement  of  the  hurricane,  from  which,  if 
she  had  escaped,  it  was  too  probable  she  would  come 
and  look  for  her  prize.  This  was  a  source  of  anxiety 
to  Captain  Eymer,  for,  though  of  course  anxious  to 
escape  from  their  present  position,  he  had  no  wish 
at  all  to  fall  again  into  the  hands  of  the  French. 

The  men  of  the  party  found  ample  occupation 
for  the  rest  of  the  day,  in  putting  up  shelter  for 
themselves,  for  hot  as  is  the  climate  of  the  AVest 
Indies,  it  is  dangerous  to  sleep  exposed  to  the  night 
dews. 

Pierre  seemed  anxious  to  make  himself  useful, 
and  begged  that  he  might  be  allowed  to  attend  on 
the  ladies.  Jacques  offered  to  undertake  the  office 
of  cook,  the  duties  of  which  he  was  far  better  able 
to  perform  than  any  of  the  English.  The  French 
lieutenant  seemed  the  most  cast-down  of  any  of  the 
party.  He  sat  by  himself,  not  speaking  to  any  one, 
*nd,  with  an  air  of  discontent,  put  away  the  food 
which  was  brought  to  him. 
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"  The  poor  lieutenant  mourns  and  seems  very  un- 
happy," said  David  to  Pierre. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Pierre,  "  he  is  often  thus  morose 
wlien  anything  annoys  him ;  the  poor  man  has  no 
religion." 

"  Is  he  not  a  Eoman  Catholic  ? '  asked  David. 

"  Oh,  no ;  a  large  number  of  my  countrymen  threw 
off  all  religion  at  the  Eevolution,  and  many,  like  him, 
have  not  taken  to  any  since.  He,  I  am  afraid,  does 
not  believe  in  God,  or  in  any  future  stat«,  but  that 
when  he  dies  he  will  become  just  like  a  dog  or  a 
pig ;  so,  you  see,  he  has  no  hope,  and  nothing  to  keep 
him  up." 

"  But  what  are  you,  Pierre  ?  are  you  not  a  Eoman 
Catholic  ? "  asked  David. 

"  Oh,  no,  I  am  a  Protestant,"  answered  Pierre  ; 
"  there  are  a  great  many  Protestants  in  France,  and 
though  some  few  at  the  Eevolution  became  infidels, 
by  far  the  greater  number  remained  firm  to  the  true 
faith." 

"  I  didn't  know  there  were  any  Protestants  in 
France,"  said  Harry,  who,  like  many  boys  at  that 
time,  fancied  that  the  English  were  the  only  Pro- 
testant people  in  Europe. 

"Oh,  yes,  there  are  a  great  number  who  are 
known  as  Huguenots,  and  who  fought  bravely  for  th. 
Protestant  faith,"  said  Pierre     "  My  father  was  of  f. 
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Huguenot  family,  and  many  ofliis  ancestors  lost  their 
lives  for  the  love  they  bore  the  Bible." 

"Ah  !  that  was  a  noble  cause  to  die  for,"  remarked 
David.  "  How  sad  to  think  that  people  should  reject 
the  truths  it  contains." 

This  conversation  took  place  as  the  boys  were 
sitting  together  in  front  of  the  tent.  Darkness  now 
came  rapidly  on,  but  from  the  look  of  the  weather 
there  seemed  ^N^yj  prospect  of  their  having  the 
blessing  of  a  quiet  night.  The  sea  had  gone  com- 
pletely down,  and  the  moon  shone  forth  over  the 
calm  waters,  the  light  just  falling  upon  the  spot 
where  the  wreck  lay,  so  that  any  object  could  be 
seen  approaching  it.  Captain  Eymer  and  Captain 
Williams  agreed,  however  to  keep  watch  for  the  pro- 
tection of  their  charges.  Three  English  seamen, 
with  the  mate,  wisely  remained  by  their  captain. 
There  were,  besides  Captain  Eymer,  four  gentlemen 
passengers.  West  Indian  planters,  going  out  to  their 
property.  They  were  not  men  of  much  individual 
character,  evidently  more  accustomed  to  look  after 
their  own  creature  comforts  than  to  trouble  them- 
selves about  their  fellow-beings.  There  was  one 
subject  in  which  they  were  all  agreed,  that  the 
emancipation  of  the  negroes  would  ruin  them,  and 
all  persons  concerned.  It  was  a  doubtful  matter 
whether  negroes  had  souls,  and  that  to  attempt  to 
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educate  them  was  a  work  of  the  greatest  folly.  In 
this  matter  Captain  Eymer  did  not  agree  with  them, 
and  the  discussion  of  the  subject  afforded  them 
abundant  supply  of  conversation  at  all  times. 

The  night  passed  quietly  away.  As  soon  as  it 
was  dawn,  Captain  Eymer  urged  Captain  Williams 
to  return  at  once  to  the  wreck,  and  bring  on  shore 
a  further  supply  of  provisions  and  water. 

"  We  cannot  tell  what  may  occur,"  he  observed. 
"  The  hurricane  season  is  not  yet  over,  and  should 
another  hunicane  come  on,  and  the  vessel  go  to 
pieces,  we  might  be  starved,  and  die  for  want  of 
water." 

The  wisdom  of  this  advice  was  so  evident,  that 
the  raft  was  immediately  despatched,  under  the 
captaia's  charge,  to  bring  off  the  cargo.  In  a  short 
time  it  returned,  and  a  message  was  delivered  from 
the  captain,  that  he  thought  it  would  be  wiser  to 
bmld  another  raft,  in  order  more  rapidly  to  get  the 
stores  on  shore.  This  work  occupied  the  men  the 
whole  of  the  day.  Jacques  alone  remained  on  shore 
to  cook  the  provisions,  with  the  help  of  Pierre, 
while  David  and  Harry  begged  that  they  might  be 
allowed  to  go  off  to  the  wreck,  where  they  thought 
that  they  could  make  themselves  useful. 

"  I  vote  that  we  make  a  small  raft  for  ourselves," 
said  Harry ;  "  and  I  think  that  we  can  paddle  her 
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backwards  and  forwards  several  times,  while  the  big 
raft  is  only  making  one  voyage." 

With  the  experience  they  had  already  attained, 
they  soon  carried  their  plan  into  execution,  and  in  a 
short  time  conveyed  a  considerable  quantity  of  the 
stores  on  shore.  During  their  last  trip,  however, 
Harry  observed  close  alongside  the  raft  a  black  fin, 
and  a  wicked  pair  of  eyes  glancing  up  at  him. 

"  There's  a  brute  of  a  shark,"  he  exclaimed  ;  "  he 
thinks  he's  going  to  get  a  meal  off  one  of  us,  I 
suspect." 

StiU  they  kept  paddling  on,  and  the  shark  did 
not  attempt  to  come  nearer  them.  They  were  not 
sorry,  however,  when  they  reached  the  shore,  and 
Captain  Eymer  told  them  that  he  considered  they 
had  done  enough  for  the  day.  It  must  be  owned  it 
was  far  pleasanter  to  sit  near  Mary,  and  listen  to 
the  account  of  all  their  friends  at  home.  She  did 
not  tell  them  how  completely  they  had  been  given 
up,  for  she  knew  it  would  make  Harry  especially 
melancholy  to  think  of  the  sorrow  his  supposed  loss 
had  caused  his  mother,  nor  did  she  tell  him  how 
very  sorry  she  herself  had  been.  Indeed,  she  could 
say  truly  that  many  of  their  friends  fully  expected 
that  they  would  turn  up  at  last. 

"  Doesn't  this  put  you  in  mind  of  our  picnic  ? " 
soid  Harry,  looking  up  at  her,  "  thougli  to  be  sure 
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we  are  somewhat  changed  since  then,"  looking  down 
on  liis  tarred  and  dirty  dress.  "  I  really  think  the 
next  time  I  go  on  board  the  wreck  I  must  try  and 
find  a  new  suit  of  clothes." 

'•You  do  look  rather  disreputable,"  said  Mary, 
laughing,  "for  an  officer  in  His  Majesty's  service. 
Here  comes  Jacques  with  the  dinner.  Eeally 
Jacques  must  be  a  first-rate  cook,  and  we  ought 
to  be  thankful  that  he  escaped." 

None  of  the  party  seemed  inclined  to  be  out  of 
spirits,  except  the  lieutenant,  who  sat  as  usual  by 
himself,  and  refused  to  take  the  food  Pierre  offered 
him.  Had  it  even  been  otherwise,  the  good  well- 
cooked  dinner  provided  by  Jacques  might  have  put 
them  in  good  humour,  while  there  was  no  lack  of 
wine,  of  which  the  West  Indian  planters  had  laid  in 
a  good  store.  In  the  evening  a  further  supply  of 
provisions  and  water  was  obtained  from  the  wreck. 
The  next  day  was  wisely  occupied  in  the  same  way, 
till  a  sufficient  supply  of  food  was  landed  to  last  for 
a  couple  of  months  or  more.  More  than  once  it  was 
discussed  whether  it  could  be  possible  to  get  the 
^vi"eck  off,  but  it  was  agreed  that  without  more 
strength  than  they  possessed  it  would  be  impossible, 
though,  as  far  as  could  be  ascertained,  she  had 
suffered  no  material  damage.  Some  of  the  party 
thought  they  took  a  great  deal  of  trouble  for  little 
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purpose,  and  that  it  would  be  more  easy  to  get  the 
stores  on  shore  as  they  were  required. 

"  They  will  see  the  wisdom  of  what  we  have  done 
should  a  hurricane  come  on,"  said  Captain  Eymer, 
"  and  I  am  not  at  all  sure,  from  the  appearance  of 
the  weather,  that  we  shall  escape  one." 

The  next  morning  the  heat  was  intense.  The  sun 
rose  surrounded  by  a  mass  of  ruddy  hue,  but  was 
hidden  ere  long  in  a  thick  canopy  of  cloud.  Not  a 
breath  of  wind  stirred  the  calm  waters.  In  the 
distance  a  sail  was  seen,  which  had  approached  the 
island  daring  the  night.  Captain  Eymer  had  been 
watching  her  for  some  time  through  his  glass.  The 
French  lieutenant,  on  observing  her,  sprang  to  his 
feet,  and  eagerly  asked  the  captain  to  let  him  look 
through  the  glass. 

"  It  is  the  Hirondelle  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  Then 
she  did  not  go  down  in  the  last  hurricane.  My 
captain  guessed  rightly  that  the  prize  was  cast  away 
on  some  island  in  this  direction.  He  is  a  sagacious 
man." 

"  I  wish  his  sagacity  had  not  led  him  to  discover 
us,"  said  Captain  Eymer.  "  If  he  lands  here  he  may 
after  all  succeed  in  getting  off  the  ship." 

This  announcement  caused,  as  may  be  supposed, 
a  considerable  amount  of  anxiety  among  those  on 
the  island.     While  they  were  watching,  two  boats 
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were  seen  to  leave  tlie  schooner.  Hitherto  it  had 
been  so  calm  that  a  feather  held  up  would  have 
fallen  to  the  ground.  Suddenly,  however,  there 
came  a  low  moaning  sound,  and  the  leaves  of  the 
palm  trees  began  to  rustle  strangely.  In  an  instant 
afterwards  the  blast  swept  over  the  island,  snapping 
off  the  tops  of  many  of  the  tallest  trees.  The  tents 
were  blown  down,  and  it  was  with  difficidty  that 
those  on  the  island  could  avoid  being  carried  away. 
The  sea,  hitherto  so  calm,  came  dashing  in  huge 
foaming  billows  against  the  weather  side,  and  break- 
ing over  the  wreck  with  tremendous  force,  and  it 
seemed  scarcely  possible  that  she  could  resist  the 
blows  that  she  was  receiving.  Xow  one  sea  and 
now  another  dashed  against  her,  till  she  seemed  to 
be  completely  covered  with  a  mass  of  foam.  They 
looked  out  for  the  schooner,  she  was  nowhere  to  be 
seen.  Either  she  had  gone  down,  or  had  been 
driven  far  away  by  the  hurricane.  The  hurricane 
continued  blowing  without  cessation;  now  coming 
from  one  quarter,  and  now  from  another. 

Evening  was  approaching,  and  an  unusual  dark- 
ness overspread  the  ocean.  It  was  fearful  to  con- 
template what  might  be  the  fate  of  many  of  those 
who  floated  on  that  stormy  sea.  It  was  impossible 
to  put  up  any  shelter  for  the  ladies,  but  Mary  felt 
that  she  had  her  father  to  protect  her,  who  sat  by 
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her  side,  sheltering  her  as  well  as  he  could,  aided  by 
Harry  and  David.  Thus  the  night  passed  away,  the 
whole  party  sitting  grouped  together  for  mutual 
protection.  "What  could  have  become  of  the 
schooner?"  was  a  question  often  asked  and  an- 
swered. The  morning  broke  at  length.  The  Cerbe,ru8 
had  disappeared,  but  still  further  off,  at  the  end  of 
the  reef,  an  object  was  seen.  It  was  part  01  a 
wreck ;  there  were  human  beings  clinging  to  it. 
"Whether  Englishmen  or  Frenchman  we  must 
endeavour  to  save  them,"  said  Captain  Eymer. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


THE  KESCTJE  OF  THE  FKEXCH  SEAMEN— MART  A  PRISONER  TO 
TILE  FRESCU — PIERRE  DELIVERS  HER — BAD  CONDUCT  OP 
THE  FRENCH. 


HE  hurricane  had  given  signs  of  abating,  "but 
the  sea  was  still  far  too  rough  to  allow  of 
'  even  a  good  boat  going  off  to  the  people 
on  the  reef ;  still  more  impossible  would  it  have  been 
to  have  reached  them  by  means  of  a  raft.  On  ex- 
amining the  rafts  which  had  been  constructed  to 
bring  the  cargo  on  shore,  both  were  found  to  have 
suffered  by  the  hurricane.  It  was  determined,  there- 
fore, to  build  a  smaller  and  more  manageable  one, 
by  means  of  which  it  was  hoped  to  reach  the  ship- 
wrecked people.  This  work  Captain  WiUiams  and 
his  companions  immediately  set  about  performing. 
The  French  lieutenant,  now  thoroughly  aroused,  lent 
his  hand  to  it.  In  the  course  of  a  couple  of  hours 
a  structure  was  formed  with  which  it  was  hoped  they 
might  venture  out  to  sea. 

Their  next  undertaking  was  to  cut  out  a  number 
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of  long  sweeps  from  the  spars  which  had  been  col- 
lected, and  to  rig  the  mast,  and  fit  a  sail  for  the  raft. 
Still  the  sea  would  not  allow  them  to  venture  from 
the  shore;  they  had,  therefore,  to  wait  patiently, 
watching  in  the  meantime  the  people  whom  they 
were  anxious  to  rescue.  The  wreck  seemed  to  be 
fixed  firmly  at  the  end  of  a  reef,  and  to  have  afforded 
them  a  shelter  from  the  fury  of  the  seas,  which  would 
otherwise  have  washed  them  away.  Still,  as  they 
probably  had  no  food  nor  water,  it  was  impossible 
that  they  could  exist  there  for  any  length  of  time. 
Should  any  attempt  be  made  by  those  on  the  wreck 
to  reach  the  shore  by  swimming,  it  was  but  too  pro- 
bable that  they  would  be  carried  off  by  the  sharks, 
numbers  of  which  swarmed  around  the  island.  In 
the  meantime,  the  men  were  employed  in  getting  up 
the  tent,  and  in  restoring  matters  to  the  condition 
they  were  in  before  the  hurricane. 

The  poor  ladies  had  suffered  greatly  from  the  alarm 
into  which  they  liad  been  thrown,  and  it  was  neces- 
sary they  should  obtain  that  rest  wliicli  had  been 
denied  them  during  the  night.  Mary,  however,  kept 
up  her  spirits,  and  could  not  help  expressing  her 
tliankfulness  that  Harry  and  David  had  been  saved, 
and  were  thus  sharing  with  her  the  adventures 
which  she  was  not  likely  to  forget  to  the  end  of  her 
days. 
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"  How  curious  it  will  be  lyhen  they  hear  about  us 
at  home,"  said  David,  and  that  we  were  all  wrecked 
together  on  this  out-of-the-way  island," 

"  But  how  are  they  to  hear  about  us  ? "  observed 
Mary ;  "  we  must  get  away  from  this  before  we  can 
send  a  letter  home,  and  how  we  are  to  get  away  seems 
the  question." 

"  Some  means  will  turn  up,  depend  upon  it,"  said 
Harry,  "  we  shall  be  seen  by  some  passing  ship,  or  if 
not,  we  must  build  a  boat  and  tiy  to  reach  some  of 
the  nearest  islands.  "We  are  not  likely  to  have  to 
spend  all  our  lives  here,  depend  on  that." 

They  little  thought  of  the  difficulties  and  dangers 
they  had  still  to  go  through.  The  day  was  advancing, 
but  stiU  the  sea  was  considered  too  rough  to  allow 
the  raft  to  be  launched.  They  watched  the  people 
on  the  reef,  who  seemed  to  be  clustering  together, 
and  who  probably,  unless  they  had  a  telescope,  would 
not  be  aware  that  there  were  any  people  on  the 
shore  likely  to  come  to  their  assistance.  At  length 
the  sun  set,  and  very  unwOlingly  they  were  obliged 
to  abandon  the  hope  of  going  off  till  the  following 
morning.  They  anxiously  watched  the  weather 
during  the  night,  and  were  thankful  to  find  that 
the  wind  had  dropped  to  a  perfect  calm.  By 
daybreak  Captain  Williams  summoned  those  who 
had  agreed  to  accompany  him,  consisting  of  his  mate 
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and  two  English  seamen,  the  French  lieutenant,  and 
Jacques  Eosillion.  By  means  of  the  long  sweeps, 
which  had  been  carefully  fitted  to  the  raft,  they  were 
enabled  to  urge  it  along  at  a  good  speed  over  the 
waters. 

"  Success  attend  your  efforts ! "  said  Captain 
Eymer,  as  he  assisted  in  shoving  off  the  rafb.  Harry 
and  David  begged  that  they  might  also  go,  and  assist 
in  working  the  sweeps  ;  and  their  offer  was  accepted. 
They  had  a  somewhat  long  voyage  to  perform,  and 
though  they  vigorously  worked  the  sweeps  they  could 
not  move  the  raft  more  than  at  the  rate  of  three 
miles  an  hour.  As  they  approached  the  reef  they 
were  perceived  by  the  shipwrecked  party,  who  waved 
to  them  as  if  urging  them  to  come  faster.  As  they 
drew  near  the  men  pointed  to  their  mouths,  indi- 
cating that  they  were  suffering  from  thirst.  Un- 
happily, no  water  had  been  brought  off.  Several,  it 
appeared,  had  been  in  a  state  of  delirium,  and  it  was 
very  evident  that  it  would  be  dangerous  to  approach 
too  close  to  the  wreck,  lest  a  number  jumping  upon 
the  raft  might  upset  it.  There  appeared  to  be  about 
twenty  or  thirty  people  on  the  wreck,  and  Captain 
Williams  agreed  that  it  would  not  be  safe  to  convey 
more  than  eight  or  ten  at  a  time  to  the  shore.  The 
French  lieutenant  recognised  the  men  as  belonging 
to  the  schooner's  crew^  and  he  called  out  to  them  by 
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name,  ordering  eight  at  a  time  to  come  down,  and 
that  they  would  be  taken  on  board.  They  did  not 
seem,  however,  inclined  to  obey  him.  Fortunately, 
Captain  Williams  had  stuck  a  brace  of  pistols  in  his 
belt,  and  he  now  threatened  to  shoot  any  who  might 
attempt  to  come  on  board  the  raft  unless  ordered  by 
the  lieutenant.  This  had  the  effect  of  keeping  back 
the  greater  number,  and  eight  of  the  Frenchmen 
were  safely  got  on  board  the  raft,  which  now  at  once 
commenced  its  return  to  the  shore.  Those  who 
remained  on  the  reef  entreated  that  they  might  not 
be  deserted,  though  they  would  scarcely  believe  the 
promise  made  by  their  of&cer  that  he  would  return 
for  them.  The  poor  men  who  had  been  rescued 
showed  how  much  they  had  been  suffering  by  pointing 
to  their  parched  tongues,  and  again  and  again  asking 
for  water. 

Captain  WiUiams  and  his  companions  exerted 
themselves  to  the  utmost  to  reach  the  shore.  This 
they  at  length  accomplished,  and  water  was  immedi- 
ately procured  for  the  thirsty  men.  Their  sufferings 
might  be  those  of  the  whole  party,  unless  great 
economy  was  used  in  distributing  the  precious  fluid. 
A  small  cask  was  put  on  tlie  raft,  with  some  cups, 
and  once  more  the  party  set  forth  to  return  to  the 
reef,  leaving  those  who  had  first  landed  to  the  care 
of  their  friends  on  shore.    As  the  raft  again  ap- 
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proached  the  reef,  the  poor  wretches  who  had  beer, 
left  upon  it  were  seen  stretching  out  their  hands 
eagerly  for  water.  There  was  still  great  danger  lest 
they  might  rush  down,  in  their  anxiety  to  obtain  it, 
and  either  fall  into  the  water  or  upset  the  raft.  Much 
caution  was  therefore  necessary.  The  lieutenant 
and  Jacques  first  leaped  on  to  the  rock,  when  Captain 
Williams  handed  them  up  the  cups  of  water ;  but  the 
first  man  who  got  the  cup  refused  to  let  it  leave  his 
lips  tni  he  had  drained  every  drop.  Two  were  seen 
to  fall  backward  after  they  had  drunk,  and  it  was 
with  difficulty  they  were  saved  from  falling  into  the 
sea.  Several  who  were  already  in  a  state  of  delirium, 
scarcely  seemed  to  value  the  boon  which  had  been 
brought  them.  In  time,  however,  water  was  given  to 
all,  and  it  was  now  necessary  to  select  those  who 
might  be  carried  away  on  the  raft,  as  it  would  require 
another  trip  before  all  could  be  removed.  Harry  and 
David  looked  somewhat  anxiously  for  the  French 
captain,  but  neither  he  nor  any  of  the  officers  were 
among  those  saved.  More  than  half  of  the  crew,  it 
was  evident,  had  been  lost.  The  lieutenant  did  not 
ask  questions ;  indeed  the  poor  men  were  not  ia  a 
condition  to  have  replied  to  them. 

For  the  safety  of  the  raft  it  was  necessary  to  secure 
the  limbs  of  those  who  were  in  a  state  of  delirium, 
and  it  was  painful  to  see  them  struggling,  as  they 
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lay  on  the  raft,  not  understanding  that  this  was  done 
for  their  own  safety.  The  second  party  were  thus 
landed  safely,  and  again  the  raft  put  ofP  for  the 
remainder  of  the  crew.  They  had  to  row  the  whole 
way;  indeed  it  was  fortunate  that  there  was  no 
wind,  as  it  would  have  made  the  approach  to  the 
reef  much  more  dangerous.  As  it  was,  during  the 
last  trip  the  raft  was  very  nearly  driven  against  the 
rocks  by  one  of  those  sudden  upheavings  of  the  ocean 
which  sometimes  occur,  and  send  the  water  breaking 
over  any  opposing  obstacle.  Happily,  they  were  able 
to  shove  off  in  time. 

Altogether,  nearly  thirty  people  were  safely  landed. 
It  became,  however,  a  serious  consideration  to  the 
former  occupants  of  the  island,  how  the  new  comers 
were  to  be  fed.  They  had  provisions  which  might 
have  lasted  them  a  couple  of  months  or  more,  though 
they  had  already  seen  the  necessity  of  going  upon  an 
allowance  of  water ;  their  numbers  were  now  doubled, 
and  they  had  not  water  to  last  them  more  than  a 
very  short  time.  Still,  disregarding  the  character  of 
those  who  had  been  rescued,  they  did  their  utmost 
to  restore  the  poor  men  who  had  been  thrown  upon 
their  care.  Two  of  them,  however,  died  from  having 
drunk  a  large  quantity  of  salt  water,  and  others 
remained  seriously  lH  for  several  days. 

The  excitement  of  croin;^  off  on  the  raft  having 
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subsided,  tlie  Frencli  lieutenant  again  sunk  into 
his  former  moody  state.  At  length,  the  Frenchmen 
appeared  to  have  recovered,  but  they  did  not  seem 
inclined  to  associate  with  the  English,  nor  with 
Jacques  nor  Pierre,  who  continued  to  perform  their 
former  duties.  Captain  Rymer  and  Captain  Wil- 
liams agreed  that  it  would  be  necessary  to  put  a 
guard  over  their  provisions  and  stores,  lest  the 
Frenchmen  should  take  it  into  their  heads  to  help 
themselves  without  leave.  It  was  explained  to 
them  that  they  must  be  content  with  a  very  mode- 
rate amount  of  food,  and  a  still  smaller  quantity 
ot  water,  unless  a  supply  of  the  latter  could  be 
found.  They  seemingly  acquiesced  in  the  wisdom 
of  this,  but  from  the  looks  they  exchanged  with 
each  other,  it  was  but  too  probable  that  they  would 
be  tempted  to  break  through  the  regulations  which 
had  been  formed  on  the  subject. 

With  regard  to  food,  they  might  obtain  sufficient 
to  support  life  both  from  the  shell-fish  on  the 
shore,  and  from  any  fish  they  might  catch,  while 
the  trees  promised  to  afford  them  a  supply  of  cocoa- 
nuts.  But  water  wai^  what  they  most  required  j 
without  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  support  exist- 
ence. As  long,  however,  as  they  were  supplied  with 
food,  the  Frenchmen  did  not  show  any  inclination  to 
search  for  it  for  themselves.    Pierre  was  sent  to  tell 


CONDUCT  OF  THE  FRENCHMEN.  165 

them  that  lines  would  be  pro^-ided  for  them,  if  they 
would  try  to  catch  some  fish,  and  again  the  captain 
set  out  to  make  a  fresh  search  for  water. 

As  soon  as  the  Frenchmen  had  recovered,  they 
showed  a  very  diiferent  disposition  to  what  they 
had  previously  exhibited.  They  then  received  the 
food  given  to  them  by  the  English  with  apparent 
gratitude.  Now,  however,  when  it  was  sent  to  them 
they  seized  it  rudely,  and  grumbled  because  the 
supply  was  not  larger.  Captain  Eymer  endeavoured 
to  explain  to  the  French  lieutenant  that  the  arrange- 
ments made  were  for  the  good  of  all.  He,  however, 
either  had  no  authority  over  his  countrymen  or  pre- 
tended to  have  none.  StiU,  as  he  associated  himself 
with  them,  it  was  evident  that  he  intended  to  side 
with  them  whatever  they  might  do.  This  state  of 
things  gave  considerable  anxiety  to  the  English 
officers.  It  was  arranged  that  a  strict  guard  should 
be  kept  over  the  provisions  and  water,  and  that  no 
one  should  be  allowed  to  take  anything  from  the 
stores. 

Pierre  continued,  as  before,  to  attend  on  the 
English,  though  he  occasionally  paid  a  visit  to  the 
French,  who  were  encamped  at  some  little  distance, 
and  out  of  sight  of  the  rest  of  the  party.  On  being 
questioned,  he  said  that  the  French  claimed  the 
stores  as  their  own,  because  they  had  captured  the 
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vessel  from  which  they  were  taken,  and  that  they 
were  very  angry  at  the  idea  of  the  English  appro- 
priating them.  It  was  agreed,  however,  that  unless 
they  were  preserved  as  before,  the  French  saUors 
would  probably  consume  the  whole  in  a  very  short 
time,  and  all  the  party  would  be  left  in  a  state  of 
starvation.  Still,  as  the  French  had  hitlierto  shown 
no  disposition  to  annoy  the  English,  the  passengers 
continued  to  stroll  about  the  shore  of  the  island 
without  any  apprehension,  as  they  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  do.  Harry  and  David  frequently  escorted 
Mary  in  these  expeditions.  They  always  returned 
with  a  basket-full  of  shell-fish  of  various  sorts. 
The  boys  also  fitted  some  fishing  lines,  and  after  a 
little  practice  they  succeeded  in  catching  a  great 
many  fish.  Some  of  them  were  very  beautiful ;  but 
when  they  showed  them  to  Jacques,  he  told  them 
that  they  were  not  fit  to  be  eaten.  Others,  however, 
were  excellent,  and  they  had  thus  no  apprehension 
with  regard  to  not  having  provisions  for  their 
support,  even  though  they  might  remain  on  the 
island  for  many  months.  The  great  anxiety  was 
with  regard  to  water. 

One  day  Mary  and  her  young  companions  had 
gone  along  the  shore  for  a  considerable  distance, 
when  they  reached  a  point  of  rock  upon  which  they 
believed  that  they  should  be  able  to  catch  a  number 
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of  fislt  Mary  did  not  take  tlie  same  interest  in  the 
sport  that  they  did,  but  preferred  wandering  along 
the  beach  and  picking  up  the  beautiful  shells,  and 
several  curious  creatures  that  had  been  cast  on 
shore,  Harry  and  David  soon  began  to  catch  a 
number  of  fish,  and  were  completely  absorbed  in 
their  sport.  Mary  said  that  she  would  go  along  the 
beach  some  little  distance,  and  then  return  to  them. 
They  saw  her  walking  along,  now  stoopiug  down  to 
pick  up  a  shell,  now  continuing  her  course  close  to 
the  water,  when  a  rock  hid  her  from  view.  Just  at 
that  moment  the  fish  began  to  bite  faster  and  faster, 
and  as  they  hauled  them  up  in  their  eagerness  they 
forgot  to  look  out  for  their  companion.  Suddenly 
Harry  exclaimed,  "  What  can  have  become  of  Mary  ? 
She  is  a  long  time  away." 

They  both  shouted  her  name,  but  there  was  no 
answer.  Gathering  up  their  lines  and  their  fish 
they  leaped  off  the  rock,  and  ran  along  the  beach  in 
the  direction  she  had  gone.  They  did  not,  however, 
see  her,  and  became  greatly  alarmed.  In  vain  they 
shouted  her  name. 

"She  certainly  could  not  have  turned  back  and  gone 
the  other  way,"  said  Philip ;  "  besides,  see,  here  are 
the  marks  of  her  feet  on  the  sand;  she  must  have  gone 
on  further  than  she  intended."  They  traced  her  by 
the  marks  of  her  feet  in  the  sand  for  a  considerable 
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distance,  when  she  appeared  to  have  turned  inland, 
away  from  the  beach.  "  Surely  here  are  the  marks 
of  other  feet,"  said  David ;  "  if  there  were  any 
savages  on  the  island,  I  should  be  afraid  she  had 
been  carried  off  by  them." 

They  now  pursued  in  the  direction  of  the  marks 
of  the  feet,  though  Mary's  were  no  longer  to  be 
traced.  The  ground  in  the  centre  of  the  island 
being  hard,  they  here  lost  all  traces.  They  looked 
round  in  every  direction.  No  persons  were  to  be 
seen.  They  continued  running  eagerly  forward, 
shouting  again  and  again  Mary's  name,  when  they 
found  themselves  in  front  of  the  French  camp.  The 
French  jeered  at  them  as  they  passed,  and  as  they 
were  unable  to  speak  French,  they  could  not  enquire 
if  any  of  the  people  had  seen  Mary.  Not  knowing 
what  else  to  do,  they  hurried  back  to  their  own 
friends  with  the  bad  news.  Captain  Eymer  at  first 
would  scarcely  credit  the  account  they  gave  him. 
He  however,  with  the  two  boys  and  Captain  Wil- 
liams, immediately  set  out  to  search  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  spot  where  Mary  had  disappeared.  It 
was  evident  to  them  that  she  had  not  been  carried 
away  from  the  island;  they  therefore  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  Frenchmen  had  made  her  a 
prisoner,  in  the  hopes  that  they  might  thus  compel 
the  English  to  agree  to  any  terms  they  might  propose. 
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Captain  Eymer  tlierefore  determined  to  go  to  the 
French  with  Pierre  as  interpreter,  and  to  ascertain 
what  terms  the  French  had  to  propose.  At  first 
they  denied  that  she  was  with  them,  but  said  that 
they  were  determined  to  have  one  half  of  the  pro- 
visions and  water  as  their  proper  share.  Captain 
Eymer  replied  that  they  were  determined  for  the 
good  of  all  those  on  the  island  not  to  give  up  the 
provisions,  and  again  enquired  whether  they  had 
seen  his  young  daughter,  but  could  get  no  answer  in 
return  ;  and  doubting  whether  the  French  really 
knew  anything  about  Mary,  he  returned  to  consult 
further  with  Captain  Williams.  It  was  agreed  that, 
should  they  yield  to  the  demands  of  the  Frenchmen, 
as  soon  as  the  first  half  of  the  provisions  were  con- 
sumed they  would  demand  the  remainder,  and  that, 
therefore,  it  would  be  wiser  at  once  to  refuse  their 
demands. 

The  day  was  drawing  on,  but  still  there  were  no 
signs  of  Mary.  They  arranged  that  Jacques  should 
carry  their  food  as  usual  to  the  French,  and  endeavour 
to  obtain  all  the  information  that  he  could.  Harry 
and  David  offered  to  go  and  watch  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  camp,  so  that  if  she  really  was  there, 
and  could  make  her  escape,  they  might  be  ready  to 
assist  her.  While  they  remained  concealed,  Pierre 
went  on  into  the  camp.     He  brought  a  larger  supply 
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of  food  than  usual  to  each  man,  and  talked  to  one, 
and  then  to  the  other,  often  in  no  complimentary 
terms  of  the  English. 

"  And  why  do  you  remain  with  them  ? "  was  the 
question  put  to  him. 

"  Because  I  am  well  fed ;  and  until  you  came  I 
had  none  else  to  associate  with  except  Jacques,  and 
I  cannot  make  out  wliethcr  he  likes  the  English  or 
our  own  countymen  the  best." 

"Then  do  you  intend  to  remain  with  us  now?" 
was  the  question  put  to  Pierre. 

"  0  yes !  I  have  had  enough  of  tlie  English,  and 
wish  to  throw  in  my  fortunes  with  my  own  country- 
men." 

The  Frenchmen  seemed  to  think  that  Pierre  was 
in  earnest,  as  he  showed  no  inclination  to  leave 
them.  He  was,  however,  very  busy  in  going  about 
among  the  huts,  whilst  ho  put  several  questions  to 
his  countrymen,  as  to  whether  they  could  guess 
anything  about  the  little  girl  who  had  been  carried 
off.  "  Our  lieutenant  knows  something  about  that, 
and  as  he  does  not  want  to  fight  with  the  English, 
hopes  to  gain  his  object  by  diplomacy." 

This  convinced  Pierre  that  Mary  was  in  the  camp, 
and  he  determined  to  set  her  free  if  he  could.  There 
was  a  hut  in  a  grove  close  to  the  camp,  into  which 
he  had  hitherto  not  looked,  and  he  thought  it  very 
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likely  that  Mary  had  been  shut  up  there.  He  knew, 
however,  that  he  should  be  watched,  especially  by 
the  lieutenant,  who  was  walking  up  and  down  ou 
the  beach,  in  his  usual  moody  manner.  Nothing 
could  be  done,  at  all  events,  until  it  was  dark ;  and 
he  therefore  continued  laughing  and  talking  with  his 
countrymen,  so  as  if  possible  to  throw  them  off 
their  guard.  He  observed  the  lieutenant  once  visit 
the  hut  with  a  tin  of  food,  and,  on  leaving  it,  he 
placed  a  log  of  wood  across  the  door.  This  con- 
vinced him  more  even  than  before  that  Mary  was 
shut  up  there. 

Night  came  on  at  last.  By  the  conversation  of 
the  Frenchmen,  he  feared  that  they  had  determined 
to  have  possession  of  the  provisions  by  force,  if 
they  could  not  gain  them  in  any  other  way.  The 
Frenchmen  amused  themselves  as  their  countrymen, 
even  under  the  most  adverse  circumstaaces,  are 
accustomed  to  do,  by  singing,  telling  stories,  and 
occasionally  getting  up  and  dancing.  At  last,  tired 
with  their  exertions,  they  laid  themselves  down  in 
their  huts.  Pierre  waited  until  they  aU  seemed 
asleep.  He  most  dreaded  being  detected  by  the 
lieutenant.  He  crept  cautiously  near  the  hut  in 
which  he  was  lying  down,  and,  greatly  to  his  satis- 
faction, found  that  he  also  was  asleep.  He  instantly 
stole  off  to  the  hut  in  which  he  believed  Mary  was 
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confined.  The  log  at  the  entrance  was  somewhat 
heavy,  and  he  had  no  little  difficulty  in  removing  it 
without  making  a  noise.  He  pushed  back  the  rough 
planks  that  formed  the  door,  and  there,  to  his  in- 
finite satisfaction,  he  saw  Mary.  She  was  seated  on 
a  heap  of  boughs  in  a  corner  of  the  hut,  with  her 
hands  tied  together,  and  her  feet  secured  to  a  log. 
She  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise  on  hearing 
Pierre  approach, 

"  Hush !  "  he  said,  "  make  no  noise,  I  have  come 
to  release  you." 

He  fortunately  had  the  knife  in  his  pocket  that 
David  had  given  him,  and  with  this  he  quickly  cut 
the  ropes  with  which  the  little  girl  was  bound. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  take  my  hand,  and  I  will  lead 
you  to  those  with  whom  you  will  soon  find  your 
way  back  to  your  friends." 

Saying  this,  he  took  her  hand  and  led  her  through 
the  grove,  the  French  camp  soon  being  lost  sight  of. 
They  quickly  found  the  spot  where  Harry  and 
David  were  waiting.  The  boys  were  delighted  at 
finding  their  young  companion,  and  hurried  off, 
supporting  her  between  them,  to  their  friends,  while 
Pierre  returned  to  the  French.  Captain  Eymer 
was  overjoyed  at  seeing  his  daughter,  as  will  be  sup- 
posed. The  English  did  not  rest  much  that  night, 
not  knowing  what  the  French  would  next  do.     It 
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was  nearly  morning  when  a  footstep  was  heard 
approaching  the  camp,  and  Pierre  came  running  up. 
"  My  countrymen  have  determined  to  attack  you, 
and  take  the  provisions  by  force,'"  he  said ;  "  I  had 
just  time  to  escape,  for  they  aheady  suspected  me 
of  assisting  Miss  Eymer  to  escape." 

Jacques,  who  had  remained  with  the  English,  was 
very  sorry  to  hear  what  the  French  proposed  doing ; 
he  promised,  however,  to  fight  on  the  side  of  his 
friends.  Ten  muskets,  and  a  small  supply  of  powder 
and  ball,  had  been  brought  from  the  wreck.  Of 
these  the  Frenchman  were  not  aware,  but  as  there, 
was  very  little  ammunition,  it  would  soon  be  ex- 
hausted, and  then  numbers  woidd  prevail. 
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CHAPTER   Xir. 

THE  AKRIVAL  OF  THE  "  ARETHUSA" — THE  FRENCH  TAKEN  PRI- 
SONERS— DAVID  BECOMES  A  MIDSHIPMAN — THE  FIGHT  AND 
VICTORY — JOY  AT   HOME— THE   END. 

lAPTAIN  EYMER  had  taken  the  precau- 
tion of  throwing  up  a  breastwork  round 
the  camp,  which  might  assist  him  in  re- 
pelling any  attack  of  the  Frenchmen.  "  Though  my 
countrymen  will  kill  me  if  they,  discover  I  have 
warned  you,  I  would  rather  die  than  that  you  should 
be  taken  by  surprise,"  exclaimed  Pierre,  as  he  was 
helped  over  the  parapet. 

"  We  hope  that  we  shall  be  able  to  protect  you," 
said  Harry,  who  with  David  had  been  on  guard 
some  time. 

"  Never  fear,  we  have  firearms,  and  your  country- 
men are  without  them.  If  they  come,  they  will  re- 
ceive a  warmer  reception  than  they  expect,"  # -. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards  a  number  of  persons 
were  seen  stealing  towards  the  camp,  and  evidently 
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hoping  to  take  the  company  by  surprise.  "  SUence  !" 
iaid  Captain  Eymer  to  his  companions,  "  we  will  let 
them  suppose  that  we  are  asleep,  and  then,  if  w« 
suddenly  start  up  and  fire  a  musket  or  two  over 
their  heads  they  wiU  become  so  alarmed  that  they 
will  perhaps  desist  from  the  attack,"  This  plan  was 
followed  out.  The  Frenchmen  were  evidently  some- 
what startled  at  finding  that  those  they  had  come  to 
attack  were  better  armed  than  themselves. 

"  Now,  Pierre,  tell  them  that  if  they  come  on  many 
of  them  will  be  killed,"  said  Captain  Eymer ;  "  we 
don't  wish  to  injure  them,  but  we  are  resolved  not  to 
yield  to  their  demand." 

The  Frenchmen  hearing  this  at  first  seemed  to 
hesitate,  but  shouting  to  each  other  they  again  ad- 
vanced towards  the  embankment.  "  You  will  take 
the  consequences  of  your  foUy,"  said  Captain 
Eymer,  and  Pierre  interpreted  what  he  said.  Several 
shots  were  fired,  and  two  or  three  of  the  Frenchmen 
were  apparently  hit.  The  discharge  had  the  efiect 
of  making  them  retreat.  It  was  evident,  however, 
that  from  the  few  muskets  that  had  gone  off  that  the 
powder  was  far  from  good,  and  that  little  dependence 
could  therefore  be  placed  on  their  firearms.  Still  it 
api--^-  1  that  the  French  had  had  enough  for  the 
moment,  as  having  failed  in  their  expected  surprise 
of  the  English  they  retreated  once  more  to  their 
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own  camp.  But  the  state  of  aifaiivS  was  very  serious, 
as  it  could  not  be  supposed  that  they  would  not 
again  attempt  to  attack  the  camp. 

"One  thing  must  be  done,"  observed  Captain 
Rymer ;  "  as  soon  as  the  sun  comes  out  we  must  dry 
our  powder,  that  it  may  prove  of  more  use  than  it 
did  just  now."  In  a  short  time  daylight  broke,  and 
the  sun,  rising  out  of  the  ocean,  shed  a  bright  light 
over  the  scene.  As  he  rose,  his  rays  fell  on  the 
white  sails  of  a  ship,  not  two  miles  from  the  island. 
Captain  Eymer's  telescope  was  immediately  turned 
towards  her.  "  She's  an  English  frigate,"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

"  Let  me  look,  sir !  let  me  look  ! "  cried  Harry, 
eagerly. 

"  That  she  is,  indeed,  and  my  own  ship,  the  Are.- 
thiisa,  I  am  sure  she  is,  I  should  know  her  among 
fifty  other  frigates.  We  expected  that  sl]»e  would  be 
sent  out  to  the  West  Indies." 

The  great  point  was  now  to  draw  the  attention  of 
those  on  board  the  frigate  to  the  island.  A  flau- 
staff  was  quickly  erected  at  a  point  clear  of  the  trees, 
and  as  the  flag  was  run  up,  several  muskets  were 
iired  at  the  same  time.  They  waited  anxiously  to 
see  the  eifect.  In  another  minute  an  answering  gun 
was  iired  from  the  frigate,  and  almost  at  the  same 
moment  a  couple  of  boats  were  seen  approaching  the 


THE  ARRIVAL  OF  THE  "ARETHUSA."     177 


shore.  Harry's  delight  was  very  great  when  he  re- 
cOf^nised  several  of  his  shipmates  in  the  boats.  The 
second  lieutenant  of  the  frigate,  who  came  in  com- 
mand, was  the  first  person  to  step  on  shore.  Harry, 
forgetting  his  own  appearance,  instantly  ran  up  to 
him,  and  was  somewhat  mortified  at  the  look  of 
astonishment  with  which  the  lieutenant  regarded 
him. 

"What,  don't  you  know  me,  sir?"  exclaimed 
Harry. 

"  I  begin  to  have  an  idea,"  said  the  lieutenant, 
putting  out  his  hand,  "  though  there  are  one  or  two 
reasons  why  I  should  not  know  you.  The  first  is, 
that  we  thought  you  had  lost  the  number  of  your 
mess ;  and,  excuse  me,  you  certainly  do  not  look 
like  an  English  midshipman." 

"  No,  sir,  I  don't  think  I  do,"  said  Harry,  laughing. 
"  Now  let  me  introduce  my  friends  to  you.  Here  i 
I^Ir.  David  Morton,  and  Captain  Eymer  and  Miss 
Eymer,  and  all  these  ladies  and  gentlemen.  And 
it  will  take  some  time  to  tell  you  all  about  our- 
selves." 

Harry,  in  his  joy,  let  his  tongue  run  on,  scarcely 
knowing  what  he  was  saying.  Captain  Eymer  now 
stepped  forward  and  explained  the  state  of  affairs. 
This  required  some  little  time  to  do. 

"  I  am  sure  the  captain  will  be  very  glad  to  re- 
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ceive  the  master,  crew,  and  all  the  passengers  of 
the  Cerberus  on  board  the  frigate,"  replied  the  lieu- 
tenant ;  "  but  I  don't  know  how  he  will  bo  inclined 
to  treat  the  Frenchmen,  who  have  behaved  as  you 
have  described.  If  they  are  left  on  the  island  they 
will  probably  perish  of  thirst.  But,  in  the  mean- 
time, should  any  English  vessel  come  here,  they 
might  take  the  crew  prisoners,  and  make  off  in 
her." 

It  was  agreed,  therefore,  that  the  best  way  would 
be  to  carry  them  off  as  prisoners  to  Jamaica.  The 
Frenchmen  were  very  indignant  at  hearing  the  ar- 
rangements that  had  been  made,  but  when  they  saw 
that  the  boat's  crew  were  armed  they  had  the  sense 
to  know  that  resistance  was  useless.  Harry  and 
David  entreated  that  Pierre  and  Jacques  might  not 
be  made  prisoners,  and  of  course  their  request  was 
granted.  Both  Jacques  and  Pierre  begged  that  they 
might  enter  on  board  the  frigate.  In  a  short  time 
nearly  all  those  who  had  lately  been  living  on  the 
island  were  carried  on  board  the  frigate.  The  French- 
men were  placed  in  the  prison  forward.  There  was 
one  exception,  however,  the  French  lieutenant  was 
nowhere  to  be  found.  While  the  rest  of  his  country- 
men were  embarking  he  had  disappeared.  A  boat's 
crew  was  sent  on  shore  to  search  for  him.  The  only 
trace  that  could  be  discovered  of  him  was  liis  hat  at 
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the  end  of  a  ledge  of  rocks,  off  which  it  was  supposed 
he  had  thrown  himself,  and  been  drowned.  Poor 
man  !  he  had  given  up  all  hopes  of  happiness  in  this 
life,  and  had  refused  to  believe  in  a  life  to  come. 

In  those  days  it  was  not  so  difficult  to,  enter  the 
navy  as  at  the  present  time.  l!^otwithstanding  all 
the  hardships  David  had  gone  through  he  was  as 
anxious  as  ever  to  become  a  midshipman.  ITie  cap- 
tain promised  to  place  him  on  the  quarter-deck,  if 
he  preferred  remaining  out  in  the  West  Indies  in- 
stead of  going  home.  David  was  naturally  very 
anxious  to  see  his  friends;  but  at  the  same  time 
his  darling  desire  to  enter  the  navy  could  now  be 
realised.  If  he  went  home  he  would  be  separated 
from  Harry,  whom  he  now  looked  upon  more  than 
ever  as  a  brother. 

"At  all  events,  I  will  remain  out,"  said  David, 
"  tni  I  can  hear  from  home,  and  then,  should  my 
father  and  mother  desire  me  to  return,  I  must  obey 
them." 

The  frigate  conveyed  Captain  E3rmer  to  his  govern- 
ment, in  the  island  of ,  and  as  she  was  con- 
stantly cruising  about  in  that  neighbourhood  Harry 
and  David  had  frequent  opportunities  of  seeing 
Mar}^  Those  were  stirring  days,  and  midshipmen 
met  with  various  adventures.  David  at  length 
anxiously  broke  open  a  letter  which  reached  hiin 
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from  home.     His  father  and  mother  expressed  their 
gratitude  to  Heaven  that  he  had  escaped  so  many 
dangers,  and  told  him  that,  as  his  heart  was  set  on 
becoming  a  midshipman,  they  would  no  longer  op 
pose  his  wishes. 

Several  years  passed  by ;  the  frigate  was  at  one 
time  cruising  amongst  the  West  Indian  Islands,  and 
'at  another  time  she  was  sent  to  Halifax,  then  the 
chief  station  of  the  American  squadron.  Fully  four 
years  passed  away  before  she  was  ordered  home. 
The  command  held  by  Captain  Eymer  at  the  same 
time  came  to  an  end,  and  he  and  Mary  prepared 
to  return  to  England.  The  AretJmsa  sailed  some 
little  time  after  them.  Her  crew,  as  was  too  often 
the  case,  was  diminished  by  yellow  fever ;  but  the 
survivors  thought  only  of  once  more  reaching  their 
native  land,  and  looked  forward  with  joy  at  the  pros- 
pect of  again  seeing  the  white  cliffs  of  old  England. 
Already  the  frigate  was  more  than  half-way  across 
the  Atlantic,  when  one  morning  a  sail  was  espied  on 
the  weather-bow;  the  sails  were  trimmed  and  the 
frigate  gave  chase.  The  stranger  took  her  for  an 
enemy,  and  did  everything  to  escape,  and  not  with- 
out good  hopes  of  success,  for  she  was  evidently  a 
fast  craft. 

The  Arethma  was,  however,  one  of  the  fastest  fri- 
gates in  the  navy,  and  it  was  not  likely  that  the 
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chase  would  succeed,  unless,  favoured  by  the  dark- 
ness, she  might  alter  her  course  during  the  night. 
A  sharp  look-out  was  kept.  Twice  the  look-out 
man  exclaimed  that  she  was  nowhere  to  be  seen, 
but  again  she  was  caught  sight  of.  "When  morning 
dawned  it  was  calculated  that  the  frigate  had  gained 
considerably  upon  her.  The  chase  continued  for  the 
best  part  of  the  day.  At  last  the  frigate  got  her 
within  length  of  her  bow-chasers.  Sevei'al  shots 
were  fired  without  inducing  her  to  haul  down  her 
colours,  which  were  French.  She  was  a  large 
schooner,  a  powerful  vessel,  with  heavy  masts  and 
sails.  At  length  a  shot  carried  away  her  main-top- 
mast, and  now,  finding  that  any  further  attempt  at 
escaping  was  useless,  the  colours  were  hauled  down. 
She  proved  to  be  a  French  privateer,  returning  home 
after  a  successful  cruise.  The  rage  of  the  French- 
men was  very  great  at  finding  themselves  captured, 
when  they  so  soon  expected  to  be  in  La  Belle,  France 
to  enjoy  the  booty  they  had  obtained.  In  a  short 
time,  however,  after  the  greater  number  had  been 
transferred  to  the  deck  of  the  frigate,  they  were 
dancing  and  singing,  apparently  forgetful  of  their 
misfortune.  As  no  lieutenant  from  the  frigate  could 
be  spared  to  take  charge  of  the  prize,  Harry,  who 
had  now  become  an  experienced  oflficer,  was  sent  on 
board  in  command,   and  David  went  as  his  lieu- 
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tenant.  Pierre  begged  that  lie  might  accompany 
them.  For  two  or  three  days  they  kept  in  sight  of 
the  frigate,  but  a  gale  coming  on,  with  thick 
weather,  when  morning  broke  the  Arethusa  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen. 

"  We  must  find  our  way  up  Channel  as  best  we 
can,"  said  Harry.  "  I  think  you  and  I  can  manage  a 
correct  day's  work,  though  we  have  not  had  as  much 
experience  in  navigation  as  would  be  desirable." 

The  weather  continued  bad  for  several  days,  during 
which  the  schooner  was  hove-to.  Once  more  the 
sky  cleared,  the  wind  moderated,  and  a  course  was 
steered  up  Channel. 

"  I  can  scarcely  fancy  that  more  than  four  years 
have  passed  away  since  you  and  I  drifted  out  here 
in  a  boat  with  poor  old  Jefferies.  We  return  in  a 
very  different  style,  don't  we  ? "  remarked  Harry  to 
his  companion. 

They  had  reached,  they  calculated,  the  chops  of 
the  Channel,  when  a  large  merchant  ship  was  seen 
ahead. 

"  Should  she  prove  to  be  an  enemy's  craft  she  will 
make  a  rich  prize,"  said  David. 

"  I  rather  think  she  is  English,"  said  Harry ;  "  but 
see,  there  is  another  vessel,  a  large  lugger  I  make 
her  out  to  be,  bearing  down  upon  her.  The  lugger 
is  French,  there  is  no  doubt  about  that.     I  should 
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not  be  surprised  if  she  is  a  privateer,  about  to  pounce 
down  upon  the  merchant  vessel.  If  the  Frenchmen 
have  seen  us,  they  take  us  to  be  French  also,  and  are 
anxious  to  secure  the  prize  before  we  come  up," 
observed  Harry.  "  I  am  not,  however,  certain  that 
she  will  do  that ;  see,  there  is  a  strong  breeze  from 
the  westward  coming  up,  and  the  sails  of  the  two 
vessels  are  already  becalmed." 

Harry  was  right;  the  schooner  carried  up  the 
breeze,  and  stood  in  between  the  two  vessels  before 
the  lugger  had  time  to  fire  a  shot.  Instantly  hoisting 
English  colours,  Harry  boldly  stood  towards  the  lug- 
ger, followed  by  the  merchant  ship.  He  at  once 
opened  fire  on  the  lugger,  who  made  all  sail  to 
escape.  This  was  what  Harry  had  determined  she 
should  not  do.  The  schooner  carried  two  long  guns 
in  her  bows.  These  were  so  w  ell  worked  that  after 
a  few  shots  the  lugger's  mizen-mast  was  knocked 
away.  The  main-mast  followed,  and  the  lugger, 
being  now  reduced  to  an  almost  helpless  condition, 
hauled  down  her  colours.  As  may  be  supposed, 
Harry  and  David's  delight  was  very  great,  at  not 
only  having  made  so  valuable  a  prize,  but  saving  a 
valuable  merchant  vessel  from  capture.  Still  greater 
was  their  satisfaction  when  going  on  board  the  mer- 
chant vessel,  they  found  that  Captain  Eymer  and 
Mary  were  amongst  the  passengers. 
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The  mercliantman  was  bound  for  Falmouth,  and  to 
that  port  Harry  also  resolved  to  steer  with  the  prize, 
as  she  was  not  in  a  condition  to  be  taken  up  Channel. 
The  next  morning  the  three  vessels  anchored  in  Fal- 
mouth Harbour.  As  neither  Harry  nor  David  could 
leave  their  vessels,  a  messenger  was  despatched  to 
their  homes,  and  in  a  short  time  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mor- 
ton, Mrs.  Merryweather,  and  a  considerable  number 
of  friends  who  formed  the  picnic  party  on  that 
memorable  day  when  Harry  and  David  went  adrift 
in  a  boat,  were  collected  at  the  Green  Bank  Hotel. 
If  Harry  had  been  looked  upon  as  a  hero  on  the 
distant  day  of  which  we  speak,  much  more  so  was 
he  now. 

Both  Harry  and  David  rose  to  rank  and  honour 
in  the  noble  profession  they  had  selected,  and  as 
soon  as  the  former  obtained  his  rank  as  post-captain, 
Mary  Eymer  became  his  wife;  and  among  the  adven- 
tures he  loved  to  describe  to  his  young  descendants, 
was  that  of  how  he  and  his  friend  Admiral  Morton, 
in  their  younger  days,  went  "Adrift  in  a  Boat." 
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Ob,  the  tower  OF  SIOEMOTJST  BAY. 
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Ob,  the  TOWEE  OF  STOEMOUNT  BAY. 
CHAPTER   I. 

THE  OLD  TOWBR — CAPTAIN  ASKlVs  FAMILY — THE  SMUGGLERS 
— WHY  JACK  ASKEW  WEST  TO  SEA. 


HEEE  was  an  old  gray  weather-beaten  stone 
tower  standing  on  the  top  of  a  high  rocky 
promontory,  which  formed  the  western  side 
of  a  deep  bay,  on  the  south  coast  of  England. 
The  promontory  was  known  as  the  Stormy  Mount, 
which  had  gradually  been  abbreviated  into  Stor- 
mount,  a  very  appropriate  name,  for  projecting,  as  it 
did,  boldly  out  into  the  ocean,  many  a  fierce  storm 
had,  age  after  age,  raged  round  its  summit  and 
hmied  the  roaring,  curling  waves  into  masses  of 
foam  against  its  base,  while  the  white  spray  flew 
in  showers  far  above  its  topmost  height.  To  th6 
west  of  Stormoimt,  the  coast  was  rocky  and  fringed 
by  numerous  reefs,  while  on  the  further  side  of  the 
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bay,  also  formed  by  a  promontory,  less  in  height 
than  that  of  Stormount,  it  consisted  of  cliffs,  broken 
considerably  however  by  chines  and  other  indenta- 
tions, and  pierced  here  and  there  by  caverns,  some 
close  down  to  the  water,  and  others  high  up  and 
almost  inaccessible  from  below.  Inland,  the  country 
was  sparsely  cultivated — open  downs  and  fern  and 
gorse-covered  heaths  prevailing.  The  more  sheltered 
nooks  in  the  bay  contained  a  few  fishermen's  cot- 
tages, pitched  here  and  there  wherever  the  ground 
favoured  their  erection,  with  very  little  regard  to 
symmetr}'-  or  order.  Nearer  to  the  water  were  boat- 
sheds,  and  stakes,  and  spars,  on  which  nets  were 
spread  to  dry  or  to  be  repaired. 

But  the  old  stone  tower  of  Stormount  claims  our 
attention.  It  was  of  considerable  circumference, 
three  stories  in  height,  the  walls  massive  and  sub- 
stantial, the  strongest  gales  could  not  shake  it,  nor 
any  blasts  find  entrance.  The  tower  had  been  the 
.  donjon-keep  of  the  ancient  castle,  part  of  the  wall 
of  which  attached  to  the  tower,  had  of  late  years 
been  roofed  over,  and  formed  a  portion  of  a  dwelling- 
house  and  offices,  the  main  portion  being  in  the 
keep  itself  The  appearance  of  the  tower  from  tlio 
outside,  though  highly  picturesque,  was  bleak  and 
comfortless,  and  gave  a  stranger  the  idea  that  it 
was  more  fitted  for  the  habitation  of  sea-gulls  and 
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other  wild  fowl,  than  for  the  abode  of  man.  But 
those  who  had  once  entered  within  its  portal  came 
out  with  a  very  different  notion.  And  on  a  stormy, 
loner  winter  nicrht,  when  the  wind  whistled  and  the 
waves  roared,  and  all  was  darkness  around,  and  the 
entrance  to  the  bay,  easily  enough  seen  in  daylight, 
was  difficult  to  be  found,  a  bright  light  streamed 
forth  from  an  upper  window  of  the  old  tower,  sending 
its  rays  far  off  over  the  troubled  ocean,  cheering  the 
passers  by,  a  warning  to  some  of  neighbouring 
dangers,  a  guide  and  welcome  to  those  who  miglit 
be  seeking  shelter  from  the  gale. 

People  are  occasionally  met  with  in  this  world 
very  like  that  old  tower — rough  and  weather-beaten 
on  the  outside,  yet  with  warm  hearts  and  genial 
dispositions,  cheering  and  encouraging  the  wanderer, 
blessings  to  all  with  whom  they  come  into  con- 
tact. The  old  tower  was  inhabited,  and  about  its 
inmates  we  have  still  more  to  say  than  about  the 
tower  itself.  Five  nules  to  the  eastward  of  the 
tower  was  a  Eevenue  Station,  and  fifteen  years  or 
so  before  the  time  of  our  history  commences,  the 
command  was  held  by  an  old  Lieutenant  Gumming, 
who  had  obtained  it,  he  used  with  a  touch  of  satire 
to  tell  his  friends,  as  a  recompense  for  forty  years' 
services  and  numerous  wounds  in  fighting  his 
country's  battles. 
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He  was  one  day  standing  on  the  "beach,  when  a 
cutter  brought  up  in  the  bay,  and  her  boat  soon 
afterwards  came  on  shore  with  a  passenger.  No 
sooner  did  the  old  lieutenant  see  him  than  he 
hurried  to  the  boat,  and  grasping  his  hand  as  he 
stepped  on  shore,  exclaimed,  "Welcome,  welcome, 
old  shipmate ;  I  knew,  Askew,  that  you  would  find 
me  out  some  day ;  and  so  you  have ;  come  along ! " 

Towards  his  cottage  near  the  beach  the  old  lieu- 
tenant and  his  friend  bent  their  steps,  the  former 
assisting  the  new  comer,  who  having  lost  a  leg, 
walked  with  difficulty — a  seaman  following  with  a 
small  well-battered  valise.  Didn't  the  old  shipmates 
talk  as  they  sat  together  during  their  supper! 
Many  a  battle  they  fought  over  again,  and  Com- 
mander Askew  had  besides  to  talk  of  his  own 
doings  since  last  they  parted.  He  told  his  friend 
how  in  lashing  the  enemy's  bowsprit  to  the  mizen- 
mast  of  his  own  ship,  his  leg  had  been  shattered, 
and  how  he  held  on  to  the  task  till  he  had  done  it, 
and  then  sank  fainting  on  the  deck.  He  did  not 
utter  an  expression  like  a  boast,  though  he  thoroughly 
possessed  the  characteristics  of  the  true-hearted 
naval  officers  of  the  old  school,  who  feared  God, 
did  their  duty  like  lions,  and  said  very  little  about 
it.  He  spoke,  too,  of  a  promise  he  had  made  to  a 
brotlier  officer,  who  lay  dying  in  the  next  cot  to 
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him,  and  how  he  had  fulfilled  it  (the  request  was 
common  in  those  days),  "Jack,  you'll  keep  an  eye 
on  my  wife  and  little  girl,  I  know  you  will." 

"  Cheer  up,  Tom,  don't  be  cast  down  about  that 
matter,  God  knows  that  I'll  try  and  do  the  best  I 
can  for  them." 

That  was  all  that  passed.  John  Askew  did  do 
his  best.  He  found  his  late  friend's  widow  dying, 
and  the  orphan  girl,  not  a  child,  but  a  young  woman, 
without  a  friend  in  the  world  besides  him.  He 
looked  about  to  find  a  husband  for  her.  To  those 
eyes  who  could  only  see  the  pure  bright  loving 
spirit  beaming  through  her  countenance,  she  ap- 
peared plain.  In  vain  Jack  looked  for  what  he 
sought.  "Why  don't  you  marry  her  yourself?" 
said  a  friend. 

Jack  said  that  he  was  much  too  old  for  Mareraret 
Treherne.  However,  he  put  the  matter  before  her. 
Her  heart  leaped  with  joy  as  she  thought  how  she 
should  now  be  able  to  devote  her  life  to  the  comfort 
of  her  generous  benefactor.  A  truly  happy  couple 
were  Captain  and  Mrs.  Askew.  He  had  lately  got 
his  promotion  to  the  rank  of  Commander,  and  was 
now  in  search  of  a  house  in  sight  of  the  ocean  he 
loved  so  well,  where  he  might  live  a  retired  life  and 
bring  up  the  two  children  God  had  given  him. 

"  Fit  up  Stormount  Tower,"  said  his  friend,  half 
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in  a  joke,  "  the  rent  will  be  nominal,  and  you'll  have 
as  much  of  the  sea  as  you  can  desire." 

The  next  day  the  two  brother  officers  walked  over 
to  inspect  the  tower.  The  captain  decided  that  he 
could  soon  make  it  comfortable,  and  accordingly 
went  on  to  see  the  proprietor,  Mr.  Ludlow.  Mr. 
Ludlow,  who  resided  on  his  somewhat  extensive  but 
barren  estate,  was  glad  to  find  a  tenant  willing  to 
help  to  keep  the  old  walls  from  tumbling  down,  and 
who  might  also  prove  a  pleasant  neighbour.  In  a 
short  time  the  old  tower,  under  the  captain's  direc- 
tions, was  put  into  a  habitable  condition,  and  well 
caulked,  as  he  observed,  when  he  surveyed  the 
work.  The  furniture  was  of  a  modest  description, 
for  the  captain's  means  were  small.  AVhen  all  was 
ready,  he  went  away  and  returned  with  his  wife  and 
two  children — one  a  boy,  four  years  old,  and  the 
other  a  little  girl.  The  boy  was  named  after  his 
father,  John,  though  he  was  generally  known  as 
Jack  Askew ;  the  daughter  was  called  Margaret,  but 
more  frequently  spoken  of  as  Margery  Askew.  An 
old  follower  of  the  captain's  came  with  him — Tom 
Bowlby  was  a  sailor  of  the  old  school,  and  knew  as 
little  of  the  shore  as  a  whale  does  of  the  inside  of 
St.  Paul's.  He  loved  the  captain  as  a  father,  and 
would  have  been  ready  to  die  to  save  his  life.  He 
had  saved  it  once,  by  interposing  his  own   arm, 
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which  he  lost  in  consequence,  and  Captain  Askew 
resolved  that,  should  he  ever  have  a  home,  Tom 
should  share  it  with  him. 

Jack  Askew  grew  up  a  fine  bold,  generous-hearted 
boy,  and  what  was  better  still,  fearing  and  loving 
God  as  did  his  father  and  mother.  In  his  child- 
hood's days,  when  not  with  his  parents,  he  was 
under  Tom's  entire  charge ;  but  as  he  grew  older  the 
old  sailor  found  it  impossible  to  follow  him  in  his 
distant  rambles,  and  Jack,  who  was  of  a  sociable 
disposition,  soon  made  the  acquaintance  of  every 
individual  of  the  surrounding  population. 

While  Lieutenant  Gumming  remained  at  the 
revenue  station,  Jack  was  constantly  out  with  him 
and  his  men  in  their  boats ;  he  was  equally  inti- 
mate with  a  class  of  men  living  on  the  coast,  who, 
though  they  professed  to  be  fishermen,  either  made 
smuggling  their  chief  business,  or  were  ready  on  all 
occasions  to  help  tlie  smugglers.  Tom  knew  very 
little  about  their  proceedings  ;  indeed,  brought  up  as 
he  had  been,  had  he  done  so,  it  is  not  likely  that  he 
would  have  looked  on  them  with  much  horror. 
Gaptain  Askew,  of  course,  knew  that  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  smuggling  on  the  coast,  but,  except  in 
the  case  of  a  few  notorious  characters,  he  did  not 
know  who  were  the  individuals  engaged  in  it.    Jack 

was  a  favourite  with  both  revenue  men  and  smug- 
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glers,  and  the  latter  knew  that,  should  he  by  chance 
learn  anything  of  their  proceedings,  he  would  not 
betray  them.  He  used  to  go  off  with  them  when 
they  went  out  fishing,  sometimes  with  Tom,  and 
sometimes  alone,  and  soon  became  a  very  expert 
boat  sailor.  One  thing  is  very  certain,  that  his  asso- 
ciates did  Jack  no  good.  We  know  from  Scripture 
that  "  Evil  communications  corrupt  good  manners," 
and,  though  undeservedly,  he  got  the  character  of 
being  a  wild  lad,  likely  some  day  to  get  into 
trouble. 

Such  was  the  opinion  formed  of  him  by  Mr.  Lud- 
low, his  father's  landloi'd,  who  consequently  seldom 
invited  him  to  his  house,  nor  did  he  encourage  any 
intimacy  between  him  and  his  son,  which  he  would 
probably  otherwise  have  done.  Mr.  Ludlow,  avIio 
was  a  country  magistrate,  was  a  stern,  self-opinion- 
ated, and  narrow-minded  man,  with  very  little  of  the 
milk  of  human  kindness  in  his  composition.  He 
believed,  among  other  things,  that  he  could  put 
down  smuggling  by  force,  and  he  was  engaged  in  an 
effort  to  accomplish  the  task.  Stephen,  his  son,  was 
rather  younger  than  Jack,  a  good-looking  boy,  but 
he  was  conceited,  headstrong,  and  not  good  tem- 
pered. 

He  occasionally  went  over  to  Stormount,  where 
he  was  always  welcomed,  but  he  and  Jack  were  not 
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especially  good  friends ;  indeed,  their  pursuits  ■were 
so  different,  that  even  then  they  did  not  see  much  of 
each  other.  It  happened  one  day  that  Jack,  having 
betaken  himself  to  the  beach,  found  some  of  his 
friends  going  off  a  in  boat,  and  begged  to  go  with 
them.  One  or  two  objected,  others  said — "  Let  him 
come,  he's  true  as  gold,  he'U  not  peach."  "  Yes,  yes, 
for  do  ye  not  see  if  we  get  into  trouble,  they'll  not  be 
hard  on  us  for  his  sake." 

This  decided  the  matter.  Jack  did  not  hear  these 
remarks,  and  went.  The  boat  sailed  off  till  she  was 
out  of  sisfht  of  land,  when  she  met  with  a  loner  white 
lugger,  and  out  of  her  received  a  quantity  of  goods, 
bales  of  sOk,  and  ribbons,  and  lace,  and  then  i-e- 
turued  towards  the  shore.  Night  had  come  on — 
certain  lights  were  seen,  a  signal  tliat  all  was  right, 
and  without  hesitation  the  smugglers  pulled  in  to- 
wards the  beach.  Suddenly  from  behind  a  point 
two  revenue  boats  darted  out  and  gave  chase.  The 
smugglers'  galley  was  put  about  and  pulled  away 
along  the  coast.  Jack's  hitherto  peaceable  friends 
were  suddenly  transformed  into  fierce  savages.  Their 
venture  was  a  valuable  one,  and  they  swore  that 
sooner  than  yield  it  they  would  lose  their  own  lives, 
or  take  those  of  their  opponents.  Jack  heartily 
wished  that  he  had  learned  the  object  of  their  ex- 
pedition,  and  had   avoided    coming.     He,  by  this 
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time,  knew  enough  about  the  ways  of  smugglers  to 
make  him  feel  that  he  ought  to  have  suspected  that 
his  friends  were  about  some  unlawful  work. 

Scarcely  had  Jack  left  the  tower  than  a  post- 
chaise  came  rumbling  up  the  steep  ascent  which  led 
to  it.  Had  it  come  five  minutes  sooner  Jack  would 
not  have  gone  down  to  the  beach.  It  contained  an 
old  friend  of  his  father's.  Captain  Summers,  who 
had  come  to  spend  a  few  days  at  the  tower  whUe  his 
ship  was  refitting.  She  was  a  South  Sea  trader, 
generally  sailing  to  the  western  coasts  of  America 
and  the  islands  of  the  Pacific.  Everybody  in  the 
household  was  so  busy — Captain  Askew  in  talking 
to  his  friend,  Mrs.  Askew  and  Margery  in  getting 
his  room  ready,  and  Tom  in  preparing  supper,  that 
no  one  thought  of  Jack.  It  was  not  till  they  were 
seated  at  their  evening  meal  that  Jack  was  missed. 
Tom  went  out  to  make  inquiries.  He  was  not  very 
well  pleased  when  he  at  length  learned  that  Jack 
had  been  seen  with  Bob  Herring  and  some  other 
men  going  off  in  Bill  Starling's  galley,  Bill  being,  as 
Tom  well  knew,  one  of  the  most  determined  smug- 
glers belonging  to  Stormount  Bay.  "Well,  Bob 
Herring  would  give  his  life  before  any  harm  should 
come  to  the  lad,  and  Bill's  a  clever  chap,  and  it's 
not  likely  that  he'll  be  getting  into  mischief,"  said 
Tom  to  himself  as  he  returned  homewards. 
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As  long  as  daylight  lasted  Captain  Askew  or  Tom 
had  their  eye  at  the  large  telescope  in  the  captain's 
own  room,  ranging  over  the  ocean  in  search  of  Bill 
Starling's  galley,  hut  no  where  was  she  to  be  seen, 
and  at  length  the  captain  became  more  anxious  than 
he  had  ever  before  been  about  Jack.  He  had  done 
his  best  to  prevent  Mrs.  Askew  from  being  alarmed, 
but  was  on  the  point  of  going  out  himseK  to  make 
inquiries  about  the  galley,  when  a  ring  was  heard  at 
the  gate,  and  Becky  Bott,  the  maid,  came  to  say  that 
blind  Peter,  the  pedlar,  wanted  to  see  the  captain. 
Blind  Peter  with  his  dog  Trusty  traversed  the  coun- 
try round,  selling  needles,  thread,  tape,  and  such 
like  small  wares.  Peter  seldom  failed,  when  he  re- 
quired it,  to  obtain  a  crust  of  bread,  and  a  piece  of 
cheese,  and  a  glass  of  cider  for  himself,  and  a  few 
bones  for  his  dog.  He  had  always  met  with  a  kind 
reception  at  the  tower,  and  seemed  to  have  taken  a 
very  great  fancy  to  little  Margery.  "  It's  her  sweet 
gentle  voice  I  love  to  hear,"  he  said  one  day  talking 
to  Becky.     "  That's  what  goes  to  my  heart." 

"  What  brings  you  here,  Peter,  at  this  time  of 
night  ?"  asked  Captain  Askew,  with  some  anxiety  in 
his  voice. 

"  I  wish,  captain,  I  could  say  it  was  pleasant 
news  I've  brought  you,  and  yet  when  there's  evil  it 
is  better  to  know  it,  that  we  may  find  a  remedy," 
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answered  the  blind  man.  "  I  wouldn't  like  to 
frighten  the  missus  though — but  it's  just  this — 
Master  Jack  has  been  taken  with  Bill  Starling,  Bob 
Herring,  and  a  lot  of  other  chaps,  by  the  coast- 
guards' men,  with  a  cargo  of  contraband,  and  they 
are  all  now  on  their  way  to  Mr.  Ludlow's.  He'a 
long  been  wishing  for  such  a  haul,  and  he'll  commit 
one  and  all  of  them  to  prison,  and  Master  Jack  too, 
if  you  don't  go  and  bail  him  out." 

Peter's  news  caused  a  considerable  amount  of 
anxiety,  for  Mr.  Ludlow's  stern  character  was  well 
known.  However,  the  only  thing  to  be  done  was  to 
set  off  immediately  to  see  him.  Fortunately  the 
post-chaise  which  brought  Captain  Summers  was 
still  at  the  public-house  in  the  village,  and  the  post- 
boy sufficiently  sober  to  undertake  to  drive  to  the 
hall.  The  two  captains  found  Mr.  Ludlow  seated  in 
magisterial  state,  with  the  prisoners  before  him, 
making  out  their  committal  for  trial. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  this,  Captain  Askew,  very 
sorry,"  he  remarked,  as  they  were  introduced.  "  The 
case  is  clear  against  all  the  party,  and  your  son  was 
with  them.  He  is  young,  and  may  have  been  led 
astray  by  others,  but  a  severe  example  is  necessary, 
and  he  must  suffer  with  the  rest.  He  will  be  sent 
to  prison  for  a  year,  or  to  sea  in  a  ship  of  war."  In 
vain  Captain  Askew  and  his  friend  pleaded  for  Jack. 
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Mr.  Ludlow  would  not  listen  to  their  explanatioDs. 
Captain  Summers,  as  a  last  resource,  offered  to  take 
Jack  away  with  him  to  sea,  and,  to  his  surprise,  ^Mr. 
Ludlow  at  once  agreed  to  the  proposal.  Jack  was 
accordingly  allowed  to  accompany  his  father  and  his 
friend  home. 

Jack,  though  he  liked  the  thoughts  of  going  to 
sea,  was  very  sorry  to  leave  his  father  and  mother 
and  dear  little  ^fargery,  but  he  bravely  kept  up  his 
spirits,  that  he  might  not  grieve  them  more  than  he 
coidd  help. 

Not  a  word  of  complaint  either  did  he  utter  against 
Iklr.  Ludlow,  or  those  who  had  brought  him  into 
trouble.  "  It  wiU  be  a  lesson  to  me  through  life  to 
avoid  associating  with  those  who  are  doing  wrong," 
he  remarked,  and  he  said  but  little  more  on  the  sub- 
ject. 

There  was  a  void  not  likely  soon  to  be  filled  in 
the  old  tower,  and  a  greater  still  in  the  hearts  of  its 
inmates,  when  Jack  Askew  went  to  sea.  They  occa- 
sionally received  letters  from  him,  not  very  often 
though,  and  they  foimd  that  many  he  had  written 
had  not  reached  them.  The  last  letter  they  received 
was  dated  from  a  port  on  the  coast  of  Peru.  The 
ship  was  about  to  sail  among  some  of  the  wide-scat- 
tered islands  of  the  Pacific,  whose  then  stiU.  savage 
inhabitants  were  said  to  be  addicted  to  the  worst 
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vices  which  disgrace  humanity,  In  vain  they  waited 
for  another  letter — none  came.  Hope  deferred 
maketh  the  heart  sick.  Still  they  hoped,  and  hoped 
on,  that  tidings  would  come  some  day  or  other. 

At  length  rumours  arrived  that  Captain  Summers' 
ship,  the  Truelove,  with  all  hands,  had  been  lost  on 
a  coral  reef.  Captain  Askew  would  not  allow  him- 
self to  believe  the  report,  and  he  took  a  journey  to 
London  to  ascertain  its  truth.  "  God's  will  be 
done,  dear  wife,"  he  said  when  he  came  back.  "  He 
that  gave  has  taken  our  child  away."  Many  a 
pious  parent  has  repeated  the  same  words,  yet  with 
anguish  of  heart.  Still  they  went  on  hoping  against 
hope.  However,  at  length  it  became  too  certain  that 
the  Truelove  had  been  lost,  and  that  not  a  trace  of 
her  crew  had  been  discovered,  although  a  brother 
captain  of  Captain  Summers  had  made  every  in- 
quiry in  his  power,  and  a  ship  of  war  had  been  sent 
to  search  for  them. 

Margery  was  now  the  sole  earthly  object  round 
which  the  affections  of  Captain  and  Mrs.  Askew 
were  entwined.  Tom  Bowlby,  too,  had  transferred 
his  love  for  her  brother  to  her.  She  was  a  bright 
sunny  little  creature,  with  light  auburn  hair,  deep 
blue  eyes,  and  a  pure  rich  glowing  complexion, 
which  might  have  vied  with  that  of  the  lily,  had  it 
not  been  burnt  bv  the  sun  and  sea  breezes.    No  one 
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who  saw  her,  or  heard  her  joyous  ringing  laugh,  or 
her  voice  so  soft  or  gentle  when  moved  by  pity  or 
sorrow,  could  fail  to  love  her.  She  had  learned  to 
think  of  Jack  as  of  a  brother  gone  on  a  long,  long 
voyage,  whom  she  should  meet  again,  not  for  years 
perhaps,  but  some  day  certainly,  and  so  she  ceased 
to  mourn  for  him.  The  captain  had  seen  so  many 
of  his  companions  launched  into  watery  graves,  and 
knew  so  well  that  it  is  the  fate  for  which  all  who  go 
to  sea  must  be  prepared,  that  he  accepted  his  lot  as 
common  to  many  another  parent,  though  his  gallant 
boy  was  not  often  out  of  his  thoughts.  He  and 
Tom  seldom,  as  was  once  their  wont,  talked  over 
their  adventures  and  battles,  for  Jack  and  his  doings 
was  the  theme  on  which,  when  together,  they  loved 
to  speak,  in  subdued  tones  though,  and  often  with 
faltering  voices  and  tears  springing  unexpectedly  to 
their  eyes. 

Margaret  seldom  spoke  about  her  boy,  but  she  did 
not  think  of  him  the  less,  and  there  lingered  yet  in 
her  mother's  heart  the  hope  — she  knew  it  was  base- 
less, yet  she  dared  not  contradict  it — that  she  should 
yet  again  fold  him  to  her  heart  on  earth ;  she  knew 
that  she  should  meet  him  in  heaven.  One  thing 
^largaret  bethought  herself  that  she  would  do.  She 
might  assist  to  save  others  from  the  fate  which  had 
befallen  her  own  dear  boy.     The  day  on  which  the 
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sad  tidings  reached  lier  she  had  retired  to  an  upper 
chamber  of  the  tower  which  overlooked  the  sea,  to 
pray  that  strength  might  be  given  her  to  bear  her 
deep  affliction.  To  those  who  pray  aright,  never  are 
their  petitions  refused.  By  labouring  for  the  good 
of  others,  the  sorrow-stricken  heart  is  greatly  relieved. 
"  Surely,  if  this  tower  could  be  seen  by  night  as 
well  as  by  day,  it  would  show  the  entrance  to  our 
sheltered  bay,"  she  said  to  herself.  Slie  possessed  a 
large  briglit  lamp ;  fdling  with  it  oil  and  trimming 
it  carefully,  she  placed  it  in  the  window  as  the 
shades  of  evening  closed  over  the  then  tranquil 
ocean.  Night  after  night,  without  fail,  she  did  the 
same,  allowing  no  one,  not  even  Margery,  to  share 
her  task.  By  and  by  a  reflector  and  more  powerful 
burners  were  obtained,  and  the  rays  of  the  lamp 
were  thrown  still  further  over  the  sea.  The  fisher- 
men out  on  the  waters  soon  learned  whence  the 
light  came,  and  blessed  the  hand  that  placed  it 
there. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 


MARGEET — STEPHEN — THE   BOCKS — THE   FACE — BLIND   PETKK — 
THE  STORM. 


HEN  the  old  tower  of  Stormount  was  being 
fitted  for  a  modern  habitation,  the  original 
arrangements  of  the  interior  had  been  in 
a  great  measure  restored.  Entering  at  the  gateway, 
a  narrow  passage  led  to  the  foot  of  a  spiral  stair 
wliich  ran  up  to  the  top  of  the  building.  On  each 
story  there  was  a  landing-place,  into  which  the 
rooms  opened.  Most  of  them  were  in  shape  like  a 
slice  of  cake,  the  largest,  used  as  a  sitting-room, 
almost  semi-circular.  At  each  window  there  was  a 
deep  recess — the  windows  themselves  in  the  lower 
stories  being  very  narrow,  having  been  made  rather 
as  loopholes  for  musketry  than  to  let  in  light — 
while  in  the  upper  story  they  were  square  and  low, 
formed  as  ports  for  such  cannon  as  were  used  in 
the  days  of  the  Commonwealth.  Under  the  ground 
floor  some  of  the  inmates  suspected  that  there  were 
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vaults,  as  at  two  or  three  spots  a  hollow  sound  on 
stamping  hard  was  elicited,  but  as  there  was  no 
apparent  way  down,  the  captain  had  not  thought  it 
worth  while  to  break  up  the  pavement  to  examine 
them.  The  dining-room,  kitchen,  some  offices  and 
bedrooms  were  in  the  newer  part  of  the  structure. 

Captain  Askew's  own  room  was  one  of  those  on 
the  upper  story,  looking  towards  the  sea.  It  could 
not  be  called  his  study — for  he  was  not  a  reading 
man,  and  there  were  but  few  books  in  it, — but  it 
contained  something  of  everything,  arrayed  in  the 
most  perfect  order  on  shelves  arranged  one  above 
another,  in  cupboards,  on  tables,  and  in  drawers. 
It  was  a  workshop,  a  museum,  a  laboratory,  a  model 
room,  a  library,  a  dressing-room  in  one.  Here  he 
sat  at  work  for  a  large  portion  of  each  day,  but  not 
often  alone,  as  his  wife,  or  daughter,  or  Tom  Bowlby 
was  constantly  with  him.  In  two  or  three  points 
the  captain  had  changed  somewhat  of  late  years. 
He  lived  less  for  himself  and  more  for  others  than 
formerly.  He  took  delight  in  going  out  among  the 
fishermen  and  cottagers  in  the  neighbourhood, 
with  his  Bible  in  hand,  or  with  some  book  on 
religion,  and  in  reading  and  explaining  the  Scrip- 
tures. He  was  also  engaged  in  making  the  model 
of  a  lifeboat,  and  inventing  other  apparatus  for 
saving  life. 
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He  had  likewise  been  appointed  a  magistrate,  for 
the  especial  object  of  assisting  the  revenue  officers 
in  putting  down  smuggling,  which  it  was  found 
difficult  to  do  without  a  strong  force  of  coastguards 
on  shore  and  numerous  cutters  afloat.  He  most  un- 
willingly undertook  the  office,  but  having  taken  it, 
set  about  doing  his  duty,  as  he  was  accustomed  to 
do  everything,  thoroughly.  This  of  course  made 
him  enemies  among  those  he  had  hitherto  looked 
upon  as  his  friends ;  still,  all  but  the  worst  cha- 
racters acknowledged  that  the  captain  was  an  up- 
right man,  and  that  whatever  he  did,  he  would  take 
no  undue  advantage  of  them. 

Captain  Askew  sat  in  his  room — ^the  captain's 
room.  It  was  known  by  no  other  name.  He  was  a 
strongly-built  man,  with  a  fine  open  coimtenance, 
florid,  or  rather  sunburnt,  with  blue  eyes — Margery's 
were  like  them — and  hair  sprinkled  thickly  with 
frost.  The  loss  of  his  leg  had  prevented  him  from 
taking  much  rapid  exercise,  and  he  had  grown 
slightly  stout  in  consequence,  but  he  was  still  hale 
and  active.  Margery  stood  by  his  side  watching  his 
proceedings,  and  occasionally,  when  required,  helping 
him  in  his  work. 

They  were  interrupted  by  Becky  Bott,  who  put 
her  head  in  at  the  door,  saying,  "Please,  there's 
yoimg  master  Stephen  Ludlow  a  come  to  see  you, 
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Miss  Margery,  with  a  book  lie  says."  Having  de- 
livered her  message,  Becky  popped  her  head  out  of 
the  room. 

"  I  don't  like  that  Stephen  Ludlow,  father,  and  I 
wish  that  he  wouldn't  come  here  as  he  does,"  ex- 
claimed Margery,  pouting.  "  He  never  cared  for 
dear  Jack,  and  he  has  no  right  to  come  here,  with 
his  proud  manners,  sneering  at  everything,  and 
thinking  himself  the  most  important  person  in  all 
the  country  round." 

"  He  is  our  landlord's  son,  little  daughter,  and  it 
is  our  duty  to  treat  him  with  attention,"  answered 
the  captain.  "  I  have  not  found  his  manner  un- 
courteous,  though,  being  an  only  son,  he  possibly  is 
spoilt  a  little  at  home." 

"  He  is  spoilt  a  great  deal,  I  suspect,"  cried  Margery, 
tossing  her  head  in  scorn. 

"  Well,  well,  ask  him  if  he  has  a  mind  to  stop  to 
dinner,  then  tell  him  that  you  are  engaged  with 
me,  and  come  back  here,"  said  the  captain ;  "  he 
will  find  means  of  amusing  himself  in  the  mean- 
time." 

Margery  found  Stephen  in  the  sitting-room.  He 
was  a  pale-faced  boy,  with  irresolution  marked  on 
every  lineament  of  his  countenance ;  the  curl  of  his 
lip,  and  a  frown  marked  on  his  brow,  were  not 
pleasant  traits.     "  I  have  brought  this  book  for  you, 
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Margery,  as  I  thought  you  would  like  it  if  you  have 
never  read  it,"  he  said,  presenting  a  good  thick 
volume  with  a  somewhat  awkward  manner. 

Margery  took  it  coldly,  saying,  "  Thank  you,  I'll 
try  and  read  it,  but  I  have  not  much  time  to  read 
by  myself,  as  papa  likes  to  be  read  to,  and  so  does 
mamma  of  an  evening  when  she  is  at  work.  Oh ! 
by  the  by,  I  am  to  ask  you  to  stop  and  dine,  dinner 
will  soon  be  ready,  and  you  can  amuse  yourself  in 
the  meantime  on  the  beach.  As  I  think  of  it,  it  is 
really  a  pity  that  you  should  leave  the  book,  I  may 
never  look  into  it." 

"  Oh !  but  this  book  is  not  like  any  other,  it  is 
full  of  adventure.  AU  about  a  man  living  on  a 
desert  island,  with  a  black  called  Friday,  for  I  don't 
know  how  many  years.  If  it  isn't  true,  it  ought  to 
be,  and  so  you'd  better  read  it,"  said  the  boy,  press- 
ing the  book  on  her. 

Margery  had  become  interested  with  the  descrip- 
tion of  the  work,  and  no  longer  refused  to  take  it. 
She  thanked  Stephen  more  graciously  than  before, 
and,  taking  the  book  with  her,  hurried  back  to  her 
father.  Stephen  was  satisfied:  he  liked  Margeiy 
and  the  captain,  and  Mrs.  Askew,  better  than  most 
people,  next  to  himself,  and  he  thought  that  he 
could  pass  the  hour  till  dinner-time  to  his  satisfac- 
tion on  the  beach,  in  picking  up  shells  and  other  sea 
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curiosities.  So,  leaving  his  pony  in  a  shed  i^ear  the 
tower,  which  served  as  a  stable,  he  strolled  down  to 
the  shore. 

The  tide  was  unusually  low,  and  on  turnijig  to 
the  right  as  he  faced  the  sea,  he  found  thut  he 
could  get  along  under  the  cliff  on  whicli  the  tower 
stood,  by  means  of  a  narrow  ledge  of  rock  and  ^and. 
He  had  never  been  there  before,  and  he  thought 
that  he  should  like  to  see  how  the  cliff  looked 
towering  above  him.  He  forgot  the  danger  he  was 
running,  should  the  tide  rise  and  cut  off  his  retreat. 
He  went  on  and  on  till  he  got  completely  under  the 
cliff,  and  when  he  looked  up  it  seemed  to  bend  over 
above  his  head,  and  to  reach  up  to  the  sky.  The  rocks 
were  so  wet  that  it  was  evident  the  tide  had  only 
just  gone  down,  so  he  thought  that  he  should  have 
abundance  of  time  to  get  further,  and  perhaps  to 
get  round,  so  as  to  climb  up  the  cliff  on  the  west 
side.  Going  on,  as  he  happened  suddenly  to  look 
up,  he  fancied  that  he  saw,  high  above  his  head,  a 
human  face  looking  down  on  him  out  of  the  side 
of  the  cliff.  He  was  startled — as  well  he  might — 
for  it  seemed  impossible  that  any  one  could  get  tc 
the  spot.  When  he  looked  again  the  face — if  face 
it  was — had  disappeared,  and  he  saw  nothing  which 
lie  could  have  mistaken  for  a  face.  Still  he  went 
on;  there  was  novelty  in  the   expedition,   and  no 
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apparent  danger,  of  which  he  was  not  fond,  and  he 
thought  that  k  could  only  be  a  very  little  way 
longer  round.  Again  he  was  startled,  but  this  time 
it  was  by  a  cry,  and  hastening  on  to  the  spot 
whence  the  sound  came,  he  saw  a  young  girl,  in  the 
dress  worn  by  the  children  of  the  fishermen,  holding 
on  to  a  wet,  seaweed-covered  rock,  on  which  she 
had  fallen  to  save  herself  from.  sHpping  off  into  the 
water.  He  was  not  so  devoid  of  good  feeling  as 
not  to  wish  to  help  her,  so  he  ran  on,  and  taking 
one  of  her  hands,  he  dragged  her  up  and  enabled 
her  to  reach  a  spot  where  the  footing  was  more 
secure. 

She  thanked  him  simply  but  warmly,  and  then 
looking  at  him  earnestly,  she  said,  "  You  are  young 
Master  Ludlow,  and  I  think  this  no  place  for  you ; 
so  get  back  the  way  you  came,  or  ill  may  come  of 
it :  there  is  time  for  you  before  the  tide  rises,  but 
none  to  spare." 

"  Who  are  you  ? "  said  Stephen ;  "  I  don't  know 
what  you  mean;  I've  done  nothing  to  offend  any- 
body." 

"  Who  I  am  does  not  matter,"  answered  the  girl, 
"It's  enough  that  you  are  the  son  of  one  who  is 
trj-ing  to  take  the  bread  out  of  the  mouths  of  poor 
folks  who  never  harmed  him." 

This  remark  was  sufficient  to  give  Stephen  a 
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otion  of  what  she  meant,  and  being  naturally 
timid,  thanking  her  for  her  warning,  he  hurried 
back  as  fast  as  he  could  scramble  over  the  rocks. 
He  saw,  indeed,  that  on  account  of  the  tide  there 
was  no  time  to  lose,  for  the  tops  of  several  rocks 
which  were  before  exposed  were  completely  covered, 
and  the  ledge  along  which  his  path  lay  was  be- 
coming narrower  and  narrower.  He  began  to  get 
alarmed.  It  seemed  a  long  way  to  the  broad  part 
of  the  beach.  He  could  not  swim.  He  wished  he 
could,  even  a  little,  because  he  might  then  swim 
from  rock  to  rock.  He  thought  that  he  ^vas 
very  near  the  end,  when  the  tide  came  gliding 
treacherously  up,  till  the  water  touched  the  very 
base  of  the  cliff  before  him.  There  was  no  retreat 
either  backwards  or  up  the  cliff.  The  rocks  on 
which  he  stood  were  evidently  covered  completely 
at  half-flood,  while  by  the  marks  on  the  cliff  the 
water  must  reach  far  above  his  head  at  high  tide. 
He  ran  on  almost  shrieking  out  with  terror  till  the 
water  completely  barred  his  further  progress.  He 
stood  trembling  on  a  rock,  not  daring  to  plunge  in 
and  attempt  to  scramble  across.  It  w^ould  have  been 
better  for  him  had  he  done  so  boldly  at  once,  for 
every  instant  the  water  was  deepening. 

He  was  about  to  sink  down  in  despair,  when  he 
heard  a  voice  shoutmg  to  him.     This  roused  him  up, 
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and  he  saw  Tom  Bowlby  wa\Tiig  the  stump  of  his 
arm,  and  standing  on  a  rock  not  twenty  yards  off. 
"  Jump  in,  young  master,  and  come  over  to  me,  tlie 
water  is  not  up  to  your  middle  yet,  and  it's  all 
smooth  sailing  between  you  and  me." 

Still  Stephen,  paralyzed  with  fear,  would  not  obey, 
and  at  length  Tom,  losing  patience,  dashed  into  the 
water  himself,  and  hooking  him  through  the  jacket 
by  the  iron  hook  which  he  had  fixed  to  the  end  of 
his  stump,  dragged  liim  across,  not,  however,  with- 
out having  to  swim  a  short  distance,  and  conse- 
quently giving  poor  Stephen  a  thorough  wetting. 
They  had  two  places  of  the  same  character  to  pass 
through,  but  by  the  exertions  of  Tom,  Stephen,  more 
frightened  than  hurt,  was  at  length  landed  safely  on 
the  dry  beach,  and  was  able  to  accompany  him  on 
foot  up  to  the  tower.  On  their  way  Tom  told  him  that 
he  had  seen  him  go  down,  and  hearing  from  a  fish- 
wife the  direction  he  had  taken,  he  had  come  after 
him  to  bring  him  back.  On  his  reaching  the  tower, 
Stephen  was  carried  into  a  room  which  had  never 
been  used  since  its  last  occupant,  poor  Jack,  had 
slept  in  it ;  and  while  his  own  clothes  were  drying, 
others  were  given  him  that  he  might  appear  at 
dinner.  He  guessed  at  once  to  whom  they  had 
belonged.  Tears  came  into  Mrs.  Askew's  eyes  when 
she  saw  him,  and  Margery  treated  him  with  more 
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gentleness  than  she  was  accustomed  to  do,  forsooth 
to  say,  she  had  generally  very  little  patience  with 
him,  he  was  so  far  behind  her  idea  of  what  a  boy 
ought  to  be.  She  thanked  him  again  for  the  book  ; 
she  had  read  a  few  pages  and  found  them  very  in- 
teresting, but  would  tell  him  more  about  her  opinion 
when  they  next  met,  and  she  had  read  it  through. 
Stephen  described  the  appearance  of  the  face  in  the 
cliff,  and  what  the  girl  he  had  met  had  said  to  him. 
The  captain  seemed  to  think  that  the  face  might 
have  been  in  his  fancy,  but  he  was  puzzled  to 
account  for  the  girl  being  where  he  found  her,  and 
not  wishing  to  accompany  him,  as  it  was  evident 
that  she  must  have  known  of  some  way  up  from  the 
beach.  The  captain  got  a  hint  which  he  resolved  to 
make  use  of  as  opportunity  should  occur, 

Margery  ran  off  as  soon  as  dinner  was  over  to 
read  more  of  the  book  Stephen  had  lent  her,  and 
when  she  returned  to  the  sitting-room  to  wish  him 
good-bye,  as  he  was  about  to  leave  on  his  return 
home,  she  told  him  that  it  was  a  delightful  book, 
and  that  she  was  sure  she  should  like  it  better  than 
any  she  had  ever  read.  Stephen  did  not  appear  at 
all  the  worse  for  his  ducking  and  fright.  Tom 
brought  his  pony  round  to  the  door,  and  as  he 
helped  him  to  mount,  he  advised  him  to  hurry  home. 
— "A  storm's  brewing,  young  gentleman,  d'ye  see. 
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and  a  wetting  with  fresh  water  will  do  ye  more 
harm  than  the  one  with  salt  ye  got  this  forenoon," 
he  remarked. 

"I  don't  just  want  to  he  reminded  of  that," 
answered  Stephen,  in  a  tone  which  showed  his 
annoyance,  "  But  if  there  is  rain  coming,  I  think  I 
had  better." 

'•  Put  spurs  to  your  pony,  Master  Ludlow,  and  get 
home  as  fast  as  you  can,"  said  the  captain,  who  at 
that  moment  appeared  at  the  door. 

Stephen  took  the  observation  as  a  hint  to  him 
to  be  off,  and  he  was  too  proud,  fancying  this,  to 
return  into  the  house  as  he  was  about  to  do. 

"  Ah ! — he'll  never  be  what  our  Jack  was,"  sighed 
Tom,  as  Stephen  rode  off.  Dark  clouds  were  coming 
up  thickly  from  the  south-west,  the  advanced  guard 
of  a  dense  mass  rising  rapidly  out  of  the  horizon. 
Stephen,  looking  round  occasionally  to  see  if  the 
clouds  were  likely  to  overtake  him,  galloped  on  down 
the  steep  path  which  led  from  the  tower  to  the  more 
level  country  over  which  his  road  lay.  He  had  not 
gone  far  when  the  voice  of  some  one  from  behind  a 
hedge  cried  out,  "  Who  goes  there  ?  Stop,  I  charge 
you !  " 

Stephen  was  at  first  not  a  little  alarmed,  but 
directly  afterwards  he  saw  BUnd  Peter,  the  pedlar, 
emerge  from  his  concealment,  led  by  his  little  dof*. 
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Stephen  had  known  Blind  Peter  all  his  life,  and  as 
soon  as  he  saw  him  he  answered^  "I  am  Stephen 
Lndlow.     What  do  you  want  ? " 

"  I  warn  you  that  you  are  in  danger,  young  gentl(?- 
man/'  said  Blind  Peter.  "  I  have  been  waiting  for 
you  all  the  morning.  I  thought  that  I  should  know 
the  tread  of  your  pony's  hoof,  with  your  light  weight 
on  his  back.  Don't  go  back  the  way  you  came,  or 
evil  may  come  of  it.  Take  the  round  by  Fairleigh 
farm.     Be  advised,  young  sir,  be  advised." 

Stephen  was  timid,  but  he  was  obstinate,  and  as 
the  rain  was  likely  soon  to  fall  he  was  in  a  hurry  to 
get  home.  He  therefore  was  disinclined  to  believe 
Blind  Peter.  "  For  what  can  any  one  want  to  hurt 
me  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Ask  your  father,  young  sir.  He  may  guess 
better  than  you  can,"  replied  Peter,  "But,  I  say 
again,  go  by  Fairleigh.  Be  advised.  The  roimd  will 
not  increase  your  ride  by  more  than  twenty  minutes, 
and  a  wet  jacket  is  of  less  consequence  than  a 
broken  head." 

At  the  mention  of  a  broken  head,  Stephen  turned 
pale.  He  remembered  the  warning  lie  liatl  from  the 
■girl  in  the  morning,  and  he  now  no  longer  liesitated 
to  take  Blind  Peter's  advice.  Scarcely,  however, 
thanking  the  pedlar,  he  turned  his  pony's  head  down 
a  road  to  the  left,  and  galloped  on  at  full  speed. 
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"  He's  a  poor-spirited  creature,  or  he  would  have 
had  a  word  of  thanks,  or  may  be  a  piece  of  silver  for 
the  poor  blind  man,"  said  Peter  to  himself,  shaking 
his  head  as  he  spoke,  and  then  hastened  on  towards 
the  tower.  He  had  not  gone  far  when  down  came 
the  rain,  driven  by  a  heavy  gale  which  dashed  it 
furiously  in  its  face.  Still  he  struggled  on,  his 
faithful  dog  pulling  at  his  leading  string  to  indues 
him  to  walk  faster,  the  animal's  instinct  telling  him 
tliat  the  storm  had  but  commenced,  and  that  it  was 
increasing  in  strength. 

Captain  Askew  had  been  watching  the  storm  after 
Stephen  left  from  the  window  of  his  room  in  the 
tower,  occasionally  sweeping  the  horizon  with  his 
glass,  to  see  what  vessels  were  passing  up  and  down 
the  Channel,  and  exposed  to  its  rage.  Then  he 
returned  to  his  work,  in  which  he  was  much 
interested,  and  then  he  went  back  to  the  window 
again.  At  length  he  remained  longer  than  he  had 
before  done  at  the  window,  earnestly  looking  through 
his  glass.  "  She'll  be  lost  to  a  certainty  if  they  don't 
succeed  in  getting  up  jury-masts,"  he  exclaimed.  No 
chance  of  that  either,  she's  driving  right  ashore. 
Shell  anchor,  but  the  ground  wUl  not  hold  her.  I 
must  get  some  of  our  fellows  to  go  off  to  her  with 
me.  They've  courage  enough,  if  they  can  be  stirred 
up." 
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He  was  watching  all  this  time  a  large  ship,  which, 
totally  dismasted,  was  being  driven  towards  the  coast. 
He  quickly  put  on  his  foul-weather-dress,  as  he 
he  called  it,  with  water-proof  boots,  and  a  sou'-wester, 
and  went  to  his  wife's  room.  He  put  his  head  into 
the  room  and  said,  "  Margaret,  I  am  wanted  out 
there.  God  protect  you  and  Margery.  I  pray  that  I 
may  be  soon  back — so  will  you,  I  know,  dear  wife — 
good-bye."  He  did  not  stay  to  say  more,  and  before 
she  could  ask  any  questions  he  had  hurried  from  the 
room. 

Tom  saw  his  master  leaving  the  house.  "  I  know 
what  you're  after,"  he  said  to  himself,  and  with  a 
rapidity  which  few  but  sailors  can  exercise,  he  had 
stepped  into  his  rough-weather  clothing,  and  was 
hurrying  after  him.  Though  the  captain  was  su- 
perior to  Tom  in  most  things,  Tom  having  two  real 
legs,  and  the  captain  only  one,  Tom  went  over  the 
ground  the  fastest,  and  soon  caught  him  up.  "  You 
are  not  going  without  me,  sir,  I  hope,"  said  Tom,  in  a 
tone  which  showed  that  liis  feelings  were  deeply  hurt. 
"  Did  you  ever  go  without  me,  sir,  where  there  was 
anything  to  be  done,  and  the  chance  of  a  knock  on 
the  head  ? " 

"  No  !  Tom — but  you  see  in  this  sort  of  work  two 
hands  are  wanted,  and  you  haven't  got  two,  and  that's 
the  long  and  the  short  of  it,"  answered  the  captain. 
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"  One  of  them  was  lost  in  saving  my  life.  I  don't 
forget  that  either." 

"That's  nothing,  sir,"  answered  Tom.  "If  I 
haven't  two  hands,  I've  got  a  strong  set  of  teeth, 
■which  are  pretty  "well  as  useful  as  a  hand ;  and  "who 
can  say  that  my  one  arm  isn't  as  good  as  the  two 
arms  of  many  a  man." 

"  Not  I,  Tom,  not  I ! "  answered  the  captain ;  "  but 
it's  just  this — if  anything  "was  to  happen  to  me,  "what 
■would  my  "wife  and  child  do  without  you,  Tom,  to 
look  after  them  ? " 

Tom  still,  however,  argued  the  point.  They  were 
walking  as  fast  as  the  captain  could  move  down  to 
the  beach.  Suddenly  the  latter  stopped,  looked  Tom 
full  in  the  face,  and  said — "  It's  just  this.  Are  you 
captain,  or  am  I  ? " 

"You,  sir,"  answered  Tom,  touching  his  hat 
mechanically,  as  he  was  wont  in  the  days  of  yore. 

"Then  stay,  and  do  as  I  order  you,"  said  the 
captain,  walking  on.  "  But  I'll  teU  you  what,  Tom ; 
you  may  go  and  look  out  for  volmiteers,  and  then 
come  and  help  to  launch  the  boat." 

The  appearance  of  the  captain  at  the  boat  was  the 
signal  for  the  inmates  of  the  neighbouring  huts  to 
come  out  to  know  what  he  wanted.  He  showed 
them  the  ship  driving  towards  the  coast — urged  them 
to  come  and  help  him  save  the  lives  of  those  on 
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board ;  and  when  he  saw  that  his  appeal  made  but 
little  imjjression,  talked  of  the  salvage  money  they 
would  receive,  and  other  recompense  from  those  they 
might  save,  and  from  their  friends.  First  one  man 
volunteered — then  another,  and  another,  from  various 
motives.  Tom  had  collected  more  from  other 
quarters,  till  a  fine  crew  was  formed.  Once  having 
said  they  would  go,  they  were  not  the  men  to  draw 
back ;  but  they  might  have  been  excused  had  they 
done  so,  for  it  was  very  evident  that  the  undertaking 
was  one  full  of  dangers  of  the  most  formidable 
character. 

The  boat,  one  of  the  finest  of  her  class  on  the 
coast,  and  fitted  with  a  double  row  of  empty  kegs  on 
either  side  to  give  her  buoyancy  (one  of  the  earliest 
attempts  at  a  life  boat),  was  now  hauled  up  in  a  cove 
on  the  west  side  of  the  bay.  The  captain  liad 
ordered  as  many  ropes  as  could  be  collected  to  be 
brought  down.  These  were  now  coiled  up  carefully 
at  the  bow  and  stern,  ready  for  immediate  use.  The 
oars  were  secured  by  ropes  to  the  sides  of  the  boat, 
so  that  they  could  not  be  washed  away,  but  would 
swing  fore  and  aft.  "All  ready,  lads?"  cried  the 
captain, ''  Now  altogether,  shove,  and  off  she  goes !  " 
The  united  strength  of  her  crew,  and  some  twenty 
otlier  men,  quickly  launched  her  on  the  water  of  the 
comparatively  sheltered  bay.     "  Eemember  ! "  cried 
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the  captaijo,  standing  up  in  the  stern-sheets,  and 
looking  back  at  Tom.  "  Shove  off,  lads  !  Give  way ! 
"We  shall  be  wanted  out  there  before  long." 

Bravely  the  men  bent  to  their  oars.  Not  many 
minutes  had  passed  when  the  boat  got  from  under 
the  shelter  of  the  headland,  and  exposed  to  the  full 
force  of  the  storm.  It  seemed  scarcely  possible 
that  a  boat  could  live  amidst  the  foaminsj,  roarinjj 
seas  which  came  rolling  in  towards  the  beach.  Her 
head  was  put  at  them,  and  on  she  went — now  hid 
frcm  view  by  the  seething  mass  of  water — now 
reappearing  on  the  summit  of  a  wave.  On  she  went, 
in  the  teeth  of  the  gale — on — on — ^rising  and  falling, 
every  instant  in  danger  of  being  swallowed  up  by  the 
fiercely-leaping  seas.  ^lany  of  those  who  stood  on 
the  beaoh,  cried — "  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  them ! " 
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CHAPTEK  III. 

THE  WRECK — sailors'  HUMANITY — THE  NEGRO — THE  YOUNG 
STRANGER. 

iJWO  persons  were  watching  the  storm  and 
the  progress  of  the  solitary  boat  over  the 
foaming  water,  from  one  of  the  windows  of 
the  old  tower.  Both,  as  they  watched,  were  praying 
that  He  who  rules  the  wind  would  protect  the 
husband  and  the  father,  and  those  with  him,  from 
the  dangers  to  which  they  were  exposed.  Mrs. 
Askew  looked  through  the  telescope  at  the  boat,  a 
mere  speck  in  the  troubled  ocean,  till  her  eyes  grew 
dim  and  her  heart  sank  with  anxiety,  and  she  was 
compelled  to  relinquish  her  post  to  Margery. 

The  dismasted  ship  was  some  way  to  the  south- 
west. 

"  The  boat  goes  on  bravely ! "  cried  Margery. 
"  Now  she  is  on  the  top  of  a  wave — now  she  sinks 
into  the  trough — she  is  rising  again  though — yes, 
yes,  there  she  is  !     But  the  ship — they  will  grieve  to 
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be  too  late;  yet  she  is  driving  fearfully  near  those 
dark  rocks !  and  I  heard  papa  say  that  not  a  human 
being  would  escape  from  the  ship  that  once  strikes 
them." 

"  Heaven  have  mercy  on  them  ! "  ejaculated  Mrs. 
Askew.  "  How  many  have  mothers  and  sisters,  or 
wives  and  daughters  expecting  them  at  home — poor 
people,  poor  people ! " 

"  But  perhaps  the  wind  will  change,  and  the  ship 
may  be  driven  along  the  coast  and  into  the  bay,  and 
they  may  yet  be  saved ! "  exclaimed  Margery,  who 
was  naturally  more  sanguine  than  her  mother. 

"  I  fear  that  there  is  no  likelihood  of  that,"  said 
IMrs.  Askew,  "  See  !  the  boat  is  still  a  long  way  off, 
and  she  makes  but  slow  progress — while  the  ship  is 
driven  on  to  destruction  with  even  greater  speed  than 
at  first." 

That  the  above  remarks  may  be  clearly  understood, 
it  should  be  mentioned  that  the  ship  was  a  con- 
siderable way  to  the  west  of  Stormount  Bay,  and  that 
she  was  driving  almost  directly  on  the  coast,  so  that 
the  boat,  after  pulling  out  some  way  to  sea  to  get 
clear  of  the  cape,  had  to  steer  almost  parallel  with 
the  coast  to  cut  off  the  ship,  their  courses  being 
almost  at  right  angles  to  each  other.  All  the  time, 
though  they  looked  occasionally  towards  the  ship, 
the  eyes  of  either  the  mother  or  daughter  were 
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scarcely  for  a  moment  off  the  boat — difftcult  as  it 
was  to  keep  her  in  view.  Often  they  gasped  for 
breath,  and  their  hearts  sank  within  them,  when  she 
was  concealed  by  the  foaming  waves ;  and  more  than 
once  they  could  with  difficulty  refrain  from  crying 
out  with  agony  of  spirit  as  she  remained  longer  than 
before  hidden  from  view.  Still,  there  she  was ;  but  as 
yet  she  had  encountered  only  a  portion  of  the  dangers 
she  had  to  go  through ;  the  greatest  was  in  getting 
alongside  the  ship,  and  next  to  that  was  the  return 
through  the  breakers  which  were  dashing  on  the  shore. 

The  brave  men  on  board  might  venture  on  yet 
greater  danger,  should  the  ship  strike,  in  attempting 
to  go  close  to  the  wreck.  Both  Mrs.  Askew  and 
Margery  knew  enough  of  the  state  of  the  case  to  be 
aware  of  this,  for  there  was  no  lee  side  on  which  the 
boat  could  approach ;  and  yet  they  knew  that  if  the 
captain  saw  the  faintest  possibility  of  saving  the  lives 
of  any  of  his  fellow  creatures,  he  would  make  the 
attempt. 

"  I  can  still  see  the  boat,  mother — I  can  still  see 
the  boat ! "  cried  Margery,  when  Mrs.  Askew,  pale 
and  trembling,  had  resigned  the  telescope  to  her 
daughter,  unable  longer  to  discern  the  boat,  and 
under  the  belief  that  it  had  been  overwhelmed  by 
tlie  seas.  "  She  floats — she  floats ;  but  she  is  still 
a  long  way  from  the  ship  !  " 
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"  The  ship  !  where  is  she  ? "  exclaimed  Mrs.  As- 
kew.    "  I  do  not  see  her." 

Both,  without  the  glass,  looked  out  in  the  direction 
where  the  big  ship  had  just  before  been  seen  floating. 

"  Oh !  mother,  the  ship  is  not  there ! "  cried  Margery. 

'  Gone  !  gone !  is  it  so  ? "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Askew  ; 
"  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  those  now  struggling  out 
there  for  their  lives  amid  the  raging  waves  !  " 

The  ship  had  indeed  gone  down ;  and  it  seemed 
impossible  that  any  but  the  strongest  swimmers 
could  keep  afloat  till  the  boat  should  reach  the  spot. 
Stni  they  watched  for  an  occasional  glimpse  of  her, 
for  they  were  certain  that  the  captain  woidd  not 
return  till  he  had  been  compelled  to  abandon  all  hope 
of  saving  life.  Since  he  had  gone  out  the  rain  had 
cleared  off,  but  at  the  moment  the  ship  disappeared 
a  thick  driving  rain  came  sweeping  on  over  the 
ocean,  soon  shutting  out  the  boat  from  view.  In 
vain  the  lady  and  her  daughter  waited  till  the  veil 
of  mist  sliould  clear  ofi" ;  and  at  length  their  anxiety 
became  too  great  for  endurance.  They  thought  that 
Tom  would  come  in  to  relieve  this  impatience,  but  he 
did  not  appear. 

"  Come,  dearest,  come !  we  must  go  down  to  the 
beach,"  said  i\Ir.s.  Askew,  taking  Margery's  hand. 

Their  cloaks  and  hats  were  soon  put  on,  and 
together  they  hastened  down  to   the  shore,  where 
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they  saw  a  group  of  men,  with  Tom  in  the  midst. 
In  spite  of  the  rain  driving  in  their  faces,  they 
pressed  on.  The  men  were  eagerly  looking  out  over 
the  sea.  Some  held  coils  of  rope  in  their  hands, 
others  long  poles,  while  Tom  had  fastened  a  number 
of  cork  net-floats  together  to  form  a  life-buoy.  They 
drew  aside  as  they  saw  the  lady  and  her  daughter. 

"  No  fear,  marm  !  "  exclaimed  Tom,  when  he  ob- 
served their  alarmed  looks.  "  We  doesn't  think 
anything  has  happened  to  the  captain,  do  you  see, 
but  it's  just  as  well  to  be  ready  for  whatever  does 
happen,  and  there's  no  saying  what  that  may  be." 

So  poor  Mrs.  Askew  and  Llargery  thought ;  and 
they  were  thankful  that  their  friends  were  making 
such  preparations,  as  seemed  to  them,  for  the  worst. 
Indeed,  they  might  well  do  so.  The  huge  billows 
came  rolling  in  towards  the  shore,  breaking  witli  a 
loud  roar  on  the  beach  into  masses  of  foam,  and 
then  rolling  back  again,  looking  as  if  it  must  sweep 
off  everything  it  might  encounter.  Mrs.  Askew 
found  that  some  parties  of  men  had  gone  along  the 
coast  to  the  eastward  with  ropes,  on  the  possibility 
of  some  of  the  wreck  driving  on  shore  in  that 
direction,  for  they  were  not  aware  that  the  ship  had 
gone  down,  the  mist  having  come  on  almost  at  the 
moment  of  the  catastrophe.  Some  of  them  shook 
their  heads  behind  the  lady's  back  when  they  heard 
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of  it.  The  captain  would  bs  tempted  to  go  looking 
about  round  the  spot  till  darkness  should  come  on, 
and  then  the  return  on  shore  would  be  doubly 
hazardous.  One  thing  was  certain,  that  he  would 
select  the  spot  where  they  were  for  running  in  the 
boat,  as  it  was  the  only  one  for  miles  along  the 
coast  affording  the  slightest  chance  of  safety.  This 
was  owing  to  its  being  sheltered  by  the  cape  from 
the  south-west,  a  small  bay  being  formed  within  the 
bay.  Stni  the  sea  rolled  in  even  there  with  great  force, 
and  the  landing  was  an  undertaking  of  great  diflBculty 
and  risk,  Mrs.  Askew  heard  the  men  say  that  in 
one  respect  the  boat  would  gain  by  the  delay,  as 
the  tide  was  on  the  point  of  turning,  and  would  set 
up  Channel  with  the  wind,  thus  enabling  her  to 
return  more  speedily,  while  the  sea  might  not 
possibly  break  so  much  as  it  had  hitherto  been 
doing.  Tom  wanted  Mrs.  Askew  and  Margery  to 
return  to  the  tower;  but,  though  the  rain  pelted 
down,  and  the  wind  blew  against  them  so  that  they 
could  scarcely  stand,  they  persisted  in  awaiting  the 
expected  return  of  the  boat. 

Now  the  mist  cleared  off  a  little;  they  peered 
anxiously  out,  but  no  boat  was  to  be  seen.  Now  it 
settled  down  thicker  than  ever,  and  all  they  could 
see  was  billow  after  billow  crested  with  foam  come 
rolling  in,  and  breaking  with  loud  roars  on  the 
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beach,  making  t,he  very  ground  beneath  their  feet 
tremble.  They  stood  with  their  hands  clasped  to- 
gether, Margery  partly  sheltered  by  her  mother's 
cloak.  As  they  could  see  but  a  short  distance,  they 
listened  the  more  attentively,  in  the  hope  of  hearing 
some  sound  which  might  give  them  notice  of  the 
approach  of  the  boat.  At  length  Margery  started, 
and  bent  forward;  either  her  quick  ears  had  dis- 
tinguished a  shout  amid  the  roar  of  the  waters,  or 
she  fancied  that  she  heard  one.  She  waited  for 
some  time.  "  Oh  !  yes,  mother,  it  is — it  is !  I  hear 
a  voice — it  is  papa's  !  He  is  shouting !  He  is  tell- 
ing the  men  to  do  something !  I  know  it  is  him !  " 
exclaimed  Margery,  darting  forward.  Was  it  the 
little  girl's  fancy,  or  not  ?  Surely  not  her  fancy, 
though  no  one  else  heard  the  voice. 

Suddenly  the  mist  again  for  an  instant  cleared 
away,  and  revealed  the  boat  on  tlie  summit  of  a 
billow,  close  in  with  the  shore.  Now  is  the  time 
for  the  men  on  the  beach  to  exert  themselves  if  they 
will  save  the  lives  of  their  friends,  though  the  risk 
of  losing  their  own  is  very  great.  The  strongest 
secure  the  ropes  round  their  waists,  and  prepare  to 
rush  into  the  sea  that  they  may  seize  the  boat  as  she 
touches  the  beach,  before  the  sea  can  draw  her  back 
again  or  those  in  her. 

On  comes  the  boat — the  captain  steers  her  with 
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consummate  skill ;  the  brave  crew  exert  themselves 
to  the  utmost,  yet  with  difficulty  can  they  prevent 
her  firom  being  turned  broadside  to  sea,  and  rolled 
over  on  the  beach.  Those  who  are  watching  hold 
their  breath  with  anxiety.  Margery  and  her  mother 
stand  trembling.  Tom  can  do  but  little  except 
hold  on  to  the  end  of  one  of  the  ropes.  The  boat 
draws  nearer — then  down  she  comes.  The  sea 
follows,  ready  to  sweep  all  out  of  the  boat,  as  if 
disappointed  of  its  prey ;  but  those  on  shore  each 
grasp  a  man.  Tom  seizes  his  master  with  his  hook, 
and  drags  him  up  the  beach.  Others  attend  to  the 
boat.  She  is  quickly  hauled  up,  and  all  are  safe. 
Margery  and  her  mother  wei«  soon  in  the  captain's 
arms :  they  were  recompensed  for  all  they  had 
suffered  by  seeing  him  safe.  But  where  were  those 
they  had  gone  out  to  rescue?  "Were  none  preserved  ? 
Yes !  one  person  had  been  discovered  alone,  of  the 
numbers  who  had  been  on  board  the  ship — a  black 
boy,  but  he  could  speak  but  a  few  words  of  English, 
and  could  give  no  account  of  the  ship. 

The  captain,  with  his  wife  and  daughter,  and  Tom 
leading  the  young  stranger,  now  hurried  up  towards 
the  tower.  The  captain  stopped,  however,  for  a 
moment  before  he  went.  "  Thank  ye,  lads,  for  what 
you've  done  !  "  he  said ;  "  it  was  your  best,  and  you 
could  do  no  more ;  and  one  life  saved  is  better  than 
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none.  As  soon  as  you've  shaken  yourselves  dry, 
come  up  to  the  tower,  and  such  fare  as  I  can  offer 
you  I'll  give  it  gladly." 

"  Thank  ye,  sir,  thank  ye ! "  answered  the  crew  of 
the  boat,  "  we'U  come  by  and  by,  if  it's  only  to  drink 
yours  and  the  missus's  health." 

Before  entering  the  tower,  the  captain  gave  a 
glance  over  the  ocean.  The  mist  had  again  cleared 
off  completely,  and  his  keen  eye  discovered  far  out 
a  small  object — what  it  was  he  could  not  determine. 
He  pointed  it  out  to  his  daughter.  Throwing  off  her 
wet  cloak,  she  hurried  to  the  telescope,  that  she  might 
ascertain  what  the  object  was.  She  looked  eagerly, 
as  it  was,  probably,  she  thought,  a  part  of  the  wreck. 
After  watching  it  a  short  time,  it  became  evident  to 
her  that  it  was  being  drifted  by  the  tide  and  wind 
towards  the  shore.  She  called  her  father,  who  by 
this  time  had  put  on  his  dry  clothes.  He  asked  her 
to  point  out  the  spot  where  she  had  first  seen  it. 
"  Yes — yes,  it  may  possibly  drift  into  the  bay  !  "  he 
exclaimed ;  "  but  it  will  be  midnight  before  it  can 
reach  the  shore.  I  must  go  out,  however,  and  set 
men  to  watch,  for  it  is  large  enough  to  support  a 
dozen  or  more  people,  though  it  is  scarcely  possible 
that  they  should  have  clung  on  in  that  heavy  sea 
out  there." 

Once  more  the  Captain  and  Tom,  habited  in  their 
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foiil-weather  clothes,  repaired  to  the  beach.  Dark- 
ness was  coming  on,  and  the  object  they  were  in 
search  of  was  only  for  an  instant  at  a  time  visible 
as  it  rose  to  the  foaming  summit  of  a  wave.  It 
however  remained  long  enough  in  sight  to  enable 
them  to  point  it  out  to  the  men  at  the  huts,  several 
of  whom  agreed  to  remain  with  the  captain  and 
Tom  on  the  shore,  with  ropes,  to  assist  any  one  by 
chance  clinging  to  the  piece  of  wreck. 

Again  Mrs.  Askew  and  Margery  were  left  in  a 
state  of  anxiety,  for  they  knew  the  danger  that 
must  be  run  in  the  attempt  to  draw  a  person  out 
of  such  a  raging  sea.  Margery  insisted  on  running 
down  to  take  her  father  some  food — for  he  had 
had  none  since  dinner — and,  of  course,  Becky 
offered  to  go,  but  at  that  moment  Blind  Peter  came 
to  the  door,  and  he  undertook  to  convey  some 
supper  for  the  captain  and  Tom ;  and  the  black  boy, 
seeming  to  comprehend  the  matter,  begged  by  signs 
to  be  allowed  to  accompany  him,  and  to  carry  the 
baskets.  To  Blind  Peter  day  and  night  were  the 
same,  and  with  every  inch  of  the  ground  he  was 
weU  acquainted,  so  that  he  had  no  difficulty  in 
finding  the  captain  and  his  companions — guided  to 
them  by  the  soimd  of  their  voices.  Blind  Peter 
was  recompensed  for  his  want  of  sight  by  the  most 
acute  sense  of  hearing.     Accustomed  also  to  be  out 
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in  all  weathers,  he  cared  nothing  for  the  pelting  of 
the  storm,  or  for  the  clouds  of  spray  which  beat 
over  those  who  stood  on  the  beach,  and  expressed 
his  intention  of  remaining  tiU  the  piece  of  wreck 
should  reach  the  shore. 

"  Then  you  must  share  with  us  the  provender  you 
have  brought,  friend  Peter,"  said  the  captain,  taking 
a  seat  on  some  rocks  rather  more  out  of  the  reach 
of  the  spray  than  where  they  had  been  standing. 
Some  lighted  their  pipes,  and  others  produced  bottles 
of  sjpirits  from  their  pockets,  and,  being  all  of  them 
well  clothed  to  resist  the  weather,  they  made  them- 
selves as  comfortable  as  circumstances  would  allow. 
Occasionally,  one  or  two  got  up  and  ran  along  the 
beach,  to  try  to  ascertain  if  the  wreck  could  be 
seen.  Suddenly,  Blind  Peter  started  up,  exclaiming, 
"  I  hear  something  floating  on  the  water !  There  is 
a  voice,  too,  faint,  calling  for  help." 

The  captain,  and  Tom,  and  the  other  men,  with 
their  ropes,  hurried  after  Peter  along  the  beach. 
He  stopped,  pointing  over  the  sea.  The  moon,  which 
had  hitherto  been  obscured,  at  that  moment  broke 
forth  from  behind  a  cloud,  and  revealed  a  small  raft 
floating  among  the  breakers.  Again  the  moon  was 
hidden  by  the  cloud,  and  then  once  more  it  ap- 
peared, and  this  time  the  raft  was  seen  more  dis- 
tinctly, and  on  it  appeared  a  human  form,  grasping 
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the  planks  firmly  with  one  hand  as  he  lay  along ; 
then  he  waved  the  other  to  show  that  he  was  alive. 
No  sooner  was  he  seen  than  the  agitation  of  the 
young  black  became  very  great ;  and  taking  the  end 
of  a  rope  from  one  of  the  men,  he  fastened  it  round 
his  own  body,  and  intimated  that  he  would  swim  off 
with  it  to  the  raft.  There  was  no  time  to  be  lost, 
for  any  moment  the  lad — for  lad  he  evidently  was 
— might  be  swept  off  by  the  breakers,  or  the  raft 
might  be  thrown  violently  on  the  shore,  and  he 
crushed  beneath  it.  The  captain  and  Tom  also 
fastened  ropes  round  theu'  waists,  as  sailors  well 
know  how  to  do,  and  rushed  into  the  surf  to  help 
tlie  brave  black  boy.  The  raft  came  on  towards 
them;  the  black  boy  sprang  on  it,  and  seized  the 
lad,  who  seemed  at  that  moment  to  have  lost  all 
consciousness.  An  instant  longer,  and  he  would 
have  been  swept  away.  The  receding  waters  rushed 
back  with  the  raft.  The  black  boy,  though  an  ex- 
cellent swimmer,  could  scarcely  support  his  friend 
as  those  on  shore  hauled  him  in,  when  the  captain 
and  Tom  rushed  to  his  aid.  The  captain  stuck  his 
timber-toe  in  the  sand,  Tom  caught  the  stranger's 
jacket  with  his  iron  hook,  and  all  three  brought 
him  at  length  safely  up  the  beach  out  of  the  reach 
of  the  surf,  which  came  hissing  after  them  as  if 
angry  at  the  loss  of  its  prey. 
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"Now,  lads,  cany  him  up  among  you  to  the 
tower ;  a  warm  bed  and  some  hot  grog  is  what  the 
lad  now  wants  ! "  cried  the  captain,  who  possibly 
felt  that  it  was  high  time  for  himself  to  get  to  a 
warm  bed,  for  he  was  not  so  strong  as  he  had  been, 
and  he  had  gone  through  great  exertions. 

It  was  too  evident,  that  if  the  raft  had  had  more 
occupants,  the  lad  was  the  only  survivor.  The 
light  of  the  moon,  as  it  shone  on  him  as  the  seamen 
bore  him  up  to  the  tower,  showed  that  he  was 
dressed  in  a  sea  officer's  uniform  jacket,  such  as  is 
worn  by  midshipmen — to  which  rank,  from  his 
youth,  it  seemed  probable  that  he  belonged.  Tom 
had  hurried  on  before,  so  that  when  the  party 
arrived,  Mrs.  Askew,  Margery,  and  Becky,  were 
busily  preparing  and  warming  Jack's  bed  for  the 
young  stranger.  The  warmth  and  rubbing  soon 
brought  him  to  consciousness ;  but  Mrs.  Askew,  ob- 
serving his  exhausted  condition,  would  not  let  him 
speak  to  give  any  account  of  himself  until  he  had 
had  some  sleep,  without  which  it  was  evident  that 
food  would  do  him  but  little  good.  The  captain 
pretended  to  be  very  indignant  at  being  popped  into 
bed  as  soon  as  he  got  home,  like  a  little  boy  who 
had  tumbled  into  the  water,"  he  said ;  but  he  was 
not  sorry  to  drink  a  glass  of  hot  grog  which  Margery 
brought  him,  after  which  he  fell  fast  asleep. 
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Mrs.  Askew  watched  by  the  side  of  the  young 
sailor  lad,  who  now  also  slept  soundly.  She  thought 
of  her  own  dear  boy,  who  might  have  been  as  this 
lad  was — washed  ashore  on  some  strange  land ;  and 
as  she  would  have  wished  him  to  have  been  treated, 
so  she  desired  to  treat  the  young  stranger.  He  was 
older  than  Jack  would  now  be — stouter  and  fairer 
— not  like  him,  indeed,  except  in  possessing  an 
honest  and  innocent  countenance.  She  did  not  for 
a  moment  suppose  that  he  was  her  own  boy  come 
back  to  her,  and  yet,  as  she  watched  him,  her  heart 
strings  began  strangely  to  coil  round  him,  and  she 
felt  that  he  could  never  be  a  stranger  to  her.  She 
was  sure  that  he  would  be  worthy  of  her  regard — 
judging  by  the  expression  of  his  countenance — this 
opinion  being  strengthened  by  hearing  of  the  affec- 
tion shown  to  him  by  the  young  negro.  She  sat 
up  with  some  food  ready  to  give  him  when  he 
should  awake,  and  it  was  not  till  day-break,  after 
he  had  taken  it,  that  she  would  allow  Becky  to  take 
her  place.  When  she  opened  the  door  she  found 
the  black  boy  coiled  up  close  to  it,  on  a  rug.  He 
had  left  the  snug  bed  provided  for  him  that  he 
might  be  near  the  lad,  to  whom  he  was  evidently 
attached. 

INIargery  was  the  first  of  the  family  on  foot ;  she 
longed  to  hear  more  about  the  young  stranger,  but 
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he  was  still  asleep,  and  there  was  no  one  else  to  tell 
her — the  black  boy  was  about,  but  he  could  not 
exchange  many  words  with  her — so,  to  employ  the 
time,  they  looked  through  the  telescope  to  ascertain 
if  any  more  pieces  of  the  wreck  were  floating  about 
near  the  shore,  but  notliing  was  to  be  seen.  The 
wind  had  considerably  abated,  and  the  sun  was 
shining  brightly  on  the  sparkling  waves;  though 
she  could  not  forget  that  they  danced  over  the 
graves  of  so  many  of  her  fellow-creatures  who  that 
time  the  day  before  were  full  of  life  and  strength, 
and  that  probably  the  only  survivors  were  the  black 
boy  and  the  young  lad,  now  sleeping  safely  in  the 
tower,  who  had  been  on  the  last  night  washed  ashore. 
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CHAPTEK  IV. 

CHARLEY  BLOrrST — PETEE  A  PKISONEE — ^TEUSTl's  ASSISTANCE — 
V&  HIDING. 

WANT  to  know  yonr  name  and  all  about 
you,"  said  Margery,  addressing  the  young 
stranger,  who,  having  eaten  a  very  good 
breakfast,  and  obtained  permission  to  use  his  tongue, 
had  had  his  clothes  dried,  and  having  dressed  in 
them,  looked  every  inch  a  midshipman,  and  spoke 
like  one  also. 

"  Why,  you  see.  Miss  Margery,  for  I  understand 
that  is  what  you  are  called,  that  matter  is  quickly 
settled.  My  name  is  Charles,  or  rather  Charley 
Blount.  jMy  father  and  mother  are  dead,  and  I  was 
sent  away  early  to  sea,  and  have  been  at  sea  ever 
since,  and  as  I  am  very  fond  of  it  I  know  more  about 
it  than  most  lads  of  my  age.  I  was  on  my  fifth 
voyage  home  from  India  in  the  '  Durham  Castle,' 
and  expected  before  long  to  become  a  mate,  when 
just  in  the  chops  of  the  Chaimel,  our  rigging  being 
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slack,  we  lost  all  our  masts,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
ship  sprung  a  leak.  We  little  knew  how  bad  it  was, 
but  instead  of  getting  up  jury-masts,  with  which  we 
might  have  steered  the  ship  up  Channel,  the  crew 
w^ere  compelled  to  work  at  the  pumps ;  but  the  leaks 
gained  on  us,  and  so  the  poor  old  ship  went  down, 
with  upwards  of  a  hundred  people  on  board." 

"  Dreadful ! "  exclaimed  Margery.  "  But  how  did 
you  escape  from  the  ship  ?  " 

"  A  few  of  us,  when  we  found  that  nothing  could 
save  the  ship,  hurriedly  put  together  a  small  raft, 
but  very  few  of  the  rest  seemed  inclined  to  venture 
on  it.  Just  as  the  ship  was  going  down  I  sprang  on 
to  it  with  five  others ;  they  lost  their  hold,  and  were 
washed  off;  I  retained  mine,  and  w^as  washed  on 
shore,  and  now  I  think  that  I  have  told  you  all  about 
myself  that  you  will  care  to  know." 

"  Oh  no  !  not  by  half ! "  answered  Margery.  "  I 
want  to  know  why  the  black  boy  is  so  much  at- 
tached to  you,  and  how  it  was  that  papa  when  he 
picked  him  up  did  not  see  you  ? " 

"  That  I  can  easily  account  for,"  answered  Charley, 
"  as  the  ship  went  down  a  thick  fog  came  on,  and  I 
had  drifted  by  up  Channel;  that  is  to  say,  nearly 
east,  before  the  boat  coming  more  from  the  north  had 
reached  the  spot ;  and  as  to  honest,  faithful  Crambo, 
I  once  upon  a  time  picked  him  out  of  the  water  as 
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he  last  night  helped  to  pick  me  out,  and  he  has  ever 
since  stuck  by  me,  and  I  assure  you  that  I  value  his 
friendship." 

"Oh  yes!  I  can  easily  understand  that,"  said 
Margery.  "I  am  reading  about  a  very  interesting 
person,  a  great  traveller,  who  had  a  black  servant 
called  Friday,  and  they  lived  together  on  a  desert 
island  for  a  long  time — it  must  have  been  very 
delightful — but  at  last  they  got  away.  I  have  not 
read  the  book  through  yet,  but  when  I  have  I  will 
teU  you  more  about  it,  and  perhaps  Stephen  Ludlow 
will  lend  it  to  you.  I  will  ask  him,  for  I  am  sure 
that  you  will  like  it." 

"Perhaps  I  may  have  read  it.  Miss  Margery, 
already,"  said  Charley,  smiling.  "  If  it  is  the  '  Life 
and  Adventures  of  Eobinson  Crusoe,'  I  have." 

"  Yes,  yes !  that  is  the  very  book ! "  exclaimed 
Margery,  "  how  could  you  guess  so  quickly  ?  " 

"  Because  I  know  of  no  other  book  with  a  man 
Friday  in  it,  or  one  so  interesting,"  said  Charley; 
"  but  I  must  tell  you  one  thing.  Friday  is  always 
spoken  of  as  a  black,  but  that  is  a  mistake,  as  the 
inhabitants  of  all  the  islands  in  the  part  of  the 
Pacific  where  Eobinson  Crusoe  is  supposed  to  have 
been  wrecked  are  light  brown  people ;  some  are  very 
light.  Many  of  them  are  civilized,  and  have  become 
Christians,  but  in  those  days  they  were  perfect 
savages,  and  some  of  them  were  cannibals." 
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"How  dreadful!"  exclaimed  Margery.  "  But  have 
you  been  out  in  those  seas  ? " 

"  Yes  !  "  answered  the  midshipman,  "  I  once  came 
home  that  way,  and  we  touched  at  several  islands. 
They  are  very  beautiful,  and  I  should  much  like  to 
go  out  there  again." 

"  So  should  I,"  said  Margery,  and  she  sighed.  She 
would  like  to  have  told  him  all  about  Jack,  but  he 
was  as  yet  too  great  a  stranger  to  her  to  allow  her  to 
speak  to  him  on  a  subject  which  was  to  her  almost 
sacred,  so  she  said  nothing ;  she  did  not  even  tell  him 
that  she  had  had  a  brother  Jack,  who  had  gone  to 
sea  and  been  lost. 

Charley  Blount  soon  became  a  great  favourite  of 
the  inmates  of  the  Tower,  as  also  with  most  of  the 
neighbours.  His  history  seemed  a  sad  one,  and  yet 
he  was  as  merry  and  happy  a  fellow  as  ever  lived. 
He  had  but  few  friends  on  whom  he  had  any  claim, 
and  they  were  in  India ;  the  only  one  he  had  had  in 
England,  an  aunt,  was  dead.  She  was  the  sister  of 
his  father — a  maiden  lady  of  true  piety,  who  had  in- 
deed instructed  him  in  the  way  he  should  go,  and 
Charley  Blount  had  not  departed  from  it.  This  was 
the  reason  he  was  so  merry  and  happy.  His  happi- 
ness was  within  himself.  Captain  Askew  delighted 
in  him.  He  seemed  to  him  what  his  own  boy  would 
have  been,  and  it  was  with  inward  satisfaction  he 
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heard  that  he  had  no  friends  in  England  to  whom  he 

COTlld  go. 

"Then,  Charley,  you  must  make  this  old  Tower 
your  home,  as  long  as  you  can  keep  off  the  salt 
wat^r,"  he  answered.  "  We  are  grave,  old-fashioned 
people,  but  we'll  do  our  best  to  make  your  stay  with 
us  pleasant." 

Charley  assured  his  friends  that  he  knew  when  he 
was  in  good  quarters,  and  that  he  should  be  in  no 
hurry  to  go  away.  It  naturally  occurred  to  the 
captain  that  his  young  guest  would  like  a  companion 
occasionally,  so  he  sent  a  note  inviting  Stephen 
Ludlow  to  come  over  and  spend  a  day  at  the  tower, 
hoping  also  that  Mr.  Ludlow  would  invite  Charley 
in  return. 

Margery  was  very  anxious  to  see  Stephen  to  thank 
him  for  his  book,  and  to  tell  him  how  much  she  liked 
it.  An  idea  had  also  occurred  to  her  which  she  pro- 
posed broaching  to  him  on  the  first  opportunity. 

Blind  Peter  was  the  general  messenger  as  well  as 
the  purveyor  of  small  wares  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  as  he  happened  to  call  that  day,  Becky  took  the 
captain's  note  down  to  him  to  carry. 

"  It's  just  to  ask  the  young  master  at  Ludlow  to 
come  over  for  a  day,"  she  observed,  as  she  gave  it  to 
him. 

"  Then  just,  Becky,  do  you  give  him  a  hint  not  to 
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wander  away  from  the  Tower  while  he  is  here,  and 
tell  him  to  go  back  by  the  way  he  went  the  last  time, 
mind  that,"  said  Peter. 

"  I'll  do  as  you  tell  me.  Master  Peter,"  answered 
Becky.  "  But  what's  in  the  wind  that  makes  you 
say  that  ?  You  know  I  am  not  a  woman  to  go  and 
prattle  about  other  people's  affairs,  but  I  should  just 
like  to  know,  that  I  should,  Master  Peter." 

Blind  Peter  turned  his  sightless  orbs  towards 
Becky,  while  a  smile  played  round  his  lips. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Becky,"  he  answered,  "  there's 
an  old  saying,  that  a  secret  is  no  longer  a  secret  if 
it's  in  the  keeping  of  more  than  one  person ;  so,  do  ye 
see,  I  think  as  I've  got  it  I'd  better  keep  it.  Not 
but  what  I  own  that  you  are  a  right  sensible  woman. 
Mistress  Becky,  and  it's  for  your  good  as  much  as 
for  my  own  that  I  don't  tell  it  to  you." 

Becky  was  not  satisfied,  but  she  knew  Peter  of  old, 
and  that,  as  she  said  of  him,  "he  was  as  close  as  wax, 
and  if  he  was  determined  not  to  do  a  thing  no  mortal 
power  could  make  him  do  it."  She  made  up  her 
mind  to  abide  her  time,  in  the  hope  that  after  all  she 
might  discover  the  secret.  Blind  Peter  having  re- 
ceived the  note,  set  off  on  his  journey,  promising  to 
deliver  it  either  that  night  or  the  following  morninsr. 

Peter's  reception  at  the  hall  was  always  very 
different  to  that  at  the  tower,  yet  he  did  not  refuse 
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the  crust  of  bread  and  mug  of  water  offered  to  him 
at  the  former,  but  meekly  took  it,  and  went  on  his 
way  with  a  thankful  heart.  On  this  occasion,  haying 
delivered  the  note  at  the  hall,  and  finding  that  both 
;Mr.  Ludlow  and  his  son  were  out,  he  continued  his 
journey.  It  was  towards  evening,  as  he  was  within 
a  mUe  or  so  of  the  little  pubUc-hou^e,  near  the  coast, 
at  which  he  intended  to  sleep,  that  he  was  overtaken 
by  a  man  in  a  cart. 

"  Ah,  Peter  !  is  that  you  ? "  said  the  driver.  "  Just 
get  in,  and  I'll  put  you  and  your  dog  and  your  wares 
down  wherever  you  may  wish  to  stop." 

"  Thank  you  for  your  offer,  Dick  Herring — for  I 
know  you  by  your  voice, — but  my  legs  are  well 
accustomed  to  carry  me ;  and  they'll  do  so  as  long  as 
I  need  their  services,  I  hope." 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  man ;  there's  a  storm  brewing,  and 
you'll  be  wet  to  the  skin,  if  you  keep  to  your  legs ;  but 
just  do  you  get  in,  and  I'U  whisk  you  along  to  your 
journey's  end  in  no  time,"  answered  Dick  Herring. 

"  That's  kind  of  you,  Dick,  anyhow,"  said  Peter ; 
"but  as  to  the  storm,  I  don't  feel  as  if  one  was 
coming,  and  I'm  not  often  deceived." 

"Just  now  you  are,  though,  depend  on't,  mate. 
Come,  step  in,  I  want  to  do  you  a  service,  and  it  isn't 
the  like  of  me  that  would  do  you  a  harm,"  said 
Herring,  in  a  persuasive  tone. 

R 
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Peter,  who  was  in  reality  very  tired  from  his  long 
walk,  was  glad  to  have  a  lift,  and  his  doubts  as  to 
Herring's  intentions,  which  from  certain  circum- 
stances known  to  him  he  entertained,  having  been 
quieted,  he  stepped  up  to  the  cart  to  get  in.  In  an 
instant  he  felt  himself  lifted  up  by  strong  arms,  and 
placed  on  a  seat  next  to  another  man  who  had  not 
before  spoken,  and  the  cart  drove  on  at  a  rapid  rate. 

In  vain  he  begged  that  poor  old  Trusty  might  be 
lifted  in  with  him.  "  The  dog  has  four  legs,  and  can 
run  a^  fast  as  the  horse ;  we  can't  stop  for  him,"  said 
the  man,  in  a  gruff  and  feigned  voice,  though  Peter 
thought  that  he  recognized  it  as  that  of  a  notorious 
smuggler  living  not  far  off. 

"  I  tpld  you,  Peter,  that  I'd  whisk  you  along  pretty 
quickly  over  the  road,  and  I  am  doing  so,  you'll 
allow,'^  observed  Herring,  in  a  tone  which  the  blind 
man  did  not  like,  but  he  said  nothing.  He  was, 
however,  after  some  time,  convinced  that  they  had 
gone  much  farther  than  the  two  miles  which  he 
calculatie^  would  take  him  to  the  inn  where  he  had 
proposed  sleeping.  He  became  aware,  too,  that  the 
cart  had  altered  its  direction,  by  the  feeling  of  the 
wind  on  his  face.  On  they  went  at  a  rapid  rate  for 
some  time,  when  Peter  inquired  why  they  were 
conveying  him  from  the  place  to  fv'hich  he  wislied 
to  go.        , 
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"We've  a  good  reason,  Master  Peter,"  answered 
Dick  Herring,  in  a  still  more  disagreeable  tone  tlian 
before ;  "  you  know  a  thing  or  two  more  than  you 
ought  to  know,  and  we  intend  to  keep  you  out  of 
harm's  way  for  a  day  or  two;  and  that's  the  fact, 
if  it  pleases  you  to  know  it." 

Peter  was  aware  that  expostulation  was  useless, 
so  he  resigned  himself  to  his  fate,  believing  that 
Herring,  though  a  daring  smuggler  and  utterly  lavv'- 
less,  would  do  him  no  personal  liarm.  He  felt  the 
cart  go  up  and  down  several  rough  places,  and  he 
was  certain  that  it  doubled  several  times,  and  had 
made  a  full  circuit  more  than  once.  The  object  of 
the  smugglers,  it  was  evident,  was  to  mislead  him 
and  to  make  him  suppose  that  he  had  gone  a  long 
distance.  He  kept  his  own  counsel,  however,  and  in 
a  short  time  the  cart  stopped,  and  he  was  told  to  get 
out.  He  called  Trusty  to  come  and  lead  him,  but  no 
Trusty  came. 

"  The  dog  couldn't  quite  keep  up  with  us,  and 
maybe  he  has  lost  his  way,"  said  Herring.  "But 
never  do  you  mind,  Peter,  I'll  lead  you ;  here,  take 
my  arm." 

Poor  Peter  did  as  he  was  directed,  and  then  he 
found  himseli  going  up  some  very  rough  stone  steps, 
and  then  he  knew  by  the  change  of  air  that  he  had 
been  led  through  a  doorway  into  a  room,  and  that 
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tliere  were  people  in  it,  though  they  did  not  speak ; 
and  then  Dick  led  him  into  another  room,  and  told 
him  to  sit  down  on  a  chair,  and  that  he  must  make 
up  his  mind  to  remain  there  for  some  days  to  come, 
i  nd  that  if  he  promised  to  be  quiet  and  to  behave 
well,  he  should  be  well  treated.  Saying  this,  tlie 
smuggler  walked  out  of  the  room,  and  bolted  the 
door  behind  him. 

Peter  immediately  got  up  and  felt  about  the  room. 
It  contained,  he  ascertained,  a  low  pallet  bed,  a  table 
and  a  chair,  and  had  a  small  lattice  window,  with  a 
bar  across  it ;  but  it  was  so  small  that  even  without 
the  bar  he  could  scarcely  have  got  through  it  had  he 
wished.  He  opened  the  window  gently.  He  could 
hear  the  sough  of  the  sea  on  the  beach,  far  down 
below  him.  "  I  thought  as  much,"  he  said  to  him- 
self, "  they  have  brought  me  to  old  Dame  Herring's 
cottage,  upon  Eastdown  Cliff.  I  was  here  as  a  boy 
more  than  once,  and  could  find  my  way  from  it  easy 
enough,  if  I  had  Trusty's  help  to  keep  me  from  any 
pits  or  holes  dug  of  late.  I  know  the  reason  why 
this  has  been  done.  They  suspect  that  I  know  what 
I  do  know,  and  perhaps  more,  and  they  want  to  keej) 
me  out  of  the  way  till  they  have  carried  out  their 
undertaking.  However,  they  might  have  treated  me 
worse ;  so  I'U  not  complain,  but  try  and  take  matters 
easUy.** 
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Saying  this  he  took  off  his  wallet  and  the  knap- 
sack which  contained  his  wares,  and  threw  himself  at 
his  length  on  the  bed,  intending  to  go  to  sleep. 
He  had  not  lain  there  very  long  when  the  door 
opened  and  some  person  looked  ia,  and  placing  some- 
thing on  the  table  retired  again,  bolting  the  door.  In 
a  short  time  several  people  came  into  the  larger  room, 
most  of  whom  Peter  knew  by  their  heavy  tread  were 
men  in  lari^e  boots. 

O 

"  Well !  brother  Herring,  do  you  promise  us  success 
in  our  venture,  we've  been  waiting  long  enough 
for  it?"  said  one  of  the  new  comers  in  a  gruff 
voice. 

"If  you  do  as  I  bid  you  this  time  you  will 
succeed,"  answered  an  old  woman,  whom  by  her 
cracked,  harsh  voice,  Peter,  even  had  she  not  been 
named,  would  at  once  have  recognized.  "  But,  as  I 
before  told  you,  if  you  want  to  make  all  secure,  get 
hold  of  the  son  of  old  Ludlow.  He  dotes  on  the  boy, 
and  you  would  have  the  father  in  your  power,  if  you 
could  get  hold  of  the  son." 

"  So  we  should,  long  ago,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  blind 
Peter;  howsomedever,  we  can  keep  him  quiet  for 
some  time." 

"  I  mind  the  time  before  the  captain  came  to  the 
Tower,  the  matter  was  much  more  easier  than  it  now 
is,"  said  an  old  man,  whom  Peter  knew  as  a  daring 
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smuggler  all  his  life.  "  That  was  a  first-rate  place, 
I  believe  you." 

"  Then  why  not  get  rid  of  the  captain  and  his 
family  ?  "  croaked  out  old  Mother  Herring ;  "  what 
business  has  he  to  come  interfering  with  people's 
rights  ? " 

"More  easily  said,  Mother  Herring,  than  done," 
exclaimed  another  of  the  party.  "  The  captain  is  a 
tough  old  bird,  not  to  be  driven  from  his  perch  in  a 
hurry." 

"  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  May  be  I'll  put  you  up  to  a  trick 
or  two,  my  sons,  that'll  make  the  place  too  hot  to 
hold  him,"  croaked  out  the  old  woman.  "  Just  you 
be  guided  by  me,  and  all  will  go  right,  depend  on 
that ; "  and  she  gave  way  to  a  fit  of  laughter  which 
almost  choked  her. 

Peter  did  not  hear  more  of  consequence  just  then, 
but  he  had  heard  enough  to  show  him  that  the 
smugglers  were  prepared  to  run  a  cargo  of  contraband 
goods  on  the  coast,  and  in  case  of  failure  they  wished 
to  get  young  Stephen  Ludlow  into  their  power,  that 
tliey  might  make  terms  with  his  father.  Had  it  not 
been  for  Peter,  who  had  been  long  aware  of  their 
object,  they  might  ere  this  have  accomplished  it,  and 
he  now  guessed  that  they  had  discovered  that  it  was 
owing  to  him  that  they  had  not  hitherto  succeeded. 
At  length  Peter,  being  very  tired  from  his  long  walk 
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went  to  sleep.  He  had  a  notion  that  the  people  in 
the  next  room  were  taking  supper,  and  indulging  in 
a  carouse,  of  the  materials  for  which  their  calling 
afforded  them  an  ample  supply. 

The  smuggler  were  drinking  when  Peter  went  to 
sleep,  and  when  he  again  woke  some  were  still  at  the 
table,  and  talking  loudly  and  wildly,  though  others 
had,  apparently  overcome  by  the  liquor,  dropped  off 
to  sleep.  They  spoke  as  men  do  when  the  mne  is  in 
their  heads,  without  fear  or  caution.  The  wildest 
proposals  were  made  to  carry  out  their  objects.  One 
man  suggested  that  if  they  could  get  rid  of  their  two 
principal  opponents,  Mr.  Ludlow  and  Captain  Askew, 
they  would  have  no  one  to  interfere  with  them.  The 
idea  was  taken  up  by  others,  who  did  not  scruple  to 
talk  of  murder;  though,  tipsy  as  they  were,  when 
they  spoke  of  so  awfid  a  deed,  they  sank  their  voices 
so  low  that  Peter  did  not  clearly  hear  aU  they  said. 
His  ear,  however,  caught  one  or  two  ominous  expres- 
sions, such  as — "  over  the  cliff,"  "  sink  him  out  at 
sea,"  "  entice  him  from  the  house,"  "  the  sooner  the 
better."  These  words  convinced  him  that  the 
speakers  would  not  scruple  to  commit  the  most 
atrocious  crime  if  they  fancied  it  would  advance  their 
interests.  They  made  him  also  very  anxious  to  get 
away  to  warn  those  who  were  threatened  of  their 
danger. 
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But  how  to  get  away  was  the  question.  He  might 
fancy  that  no  one  was  observing  him,  and  yet  be 
watched  the  whole  time.  One  thing  he  hoped  was 
that  Herring  and  his  associates,  trusting  to  his  blind- 
ness, fancied  that  he  did  not  know  where  he  had  been 
carried  to,  and  that  he  could  not  possibly  get  away. 
By  degrees  the  speakers  dropped  off,  and  the  loud 
snores  which  came  from  the  room  showed  that  the 
occupants  were  mostly  asleep.  He  hoped  that  all 
might  be  so.  Considering  what  he  should  do  kept 
him  broad  awake.  He  had  not  remained  so  long, 
when  his  attention  was  drawn  to  a  scratching  under 
the  window.  The  night  was  warm,  and  the  lattice 
had  been  left  open.  He  went  to  the  window  and  put 
out  his  hand,  and  directly  he  did  so  he  felt  it  licked 
by  the  tongue  of  his  faithful  Trusty.  He  put  down 
his  hand  still  further,  and  calling  the  animal  by 
name,  it  leaped  up  and  he  was  able  to  drag  it  in. 
Poor  Trusty  showed  his  delight  at  meeting  his  master 
by  jumping  up  and  licking  his  face  and  hands  all 
over.  "But  can  you  help  me  out  of  this,  good 
Trusty  ?  "  said  Peter,  whispering  in  the  dog's  ear. 

Trusty,  as  if  he  understood  the  meaning,  imme- 
diately went  to  the  window,  and  leaped  up  on  the 
sUl. 

"  He  thinks  that  I  can  get  out,"  said  Peter  to  him- 
self,    "  He  is  seldom  wrong — I  will  try."     Suiting 
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the  action  to  the  word,  he  put  his  head  out  between 
the  bars.  "Where  my  head  can  go  my  body  can 
follow,  but  my  body  must  go  first  just  now." 

After  twisting  his  body  a  variety  of  ways,  he 
worked  his  way  between  the  bars,  to  which  he  held 
on  while  he  lowered  himself  to  the  ground.  The 
leading-string  was  still  attached  to  Trusty's  collar, 
and  taking  it  in  his  hand,  he  said,  "  Go  on.  Trusty." 
Trusty,  pulling  hard,  led  the  way,  as  if  he  was  con- 
scious that  there  was  danger  in  delay,  and  Peter  set 
off  as  fast  as  he  could  venture  to  move. 

No  sound  came  from  the  cottage,  and  he  had  every 
reason  to  hope  that  he  should  completely  effect  his 
escape.  Trusty,  that  good  sagacious  dog,  worthy  of 
his  name,  pulled  on  as  if  he  well  knew  that  it  was 
important  to  leave  old  Dame  Herring's  cottage  far 
behind  before  daybreak.  Peter  decided  on  going  first 
to  the  tower,  that  he  might  consult  with  the  captain, 
to  whom  he  knew  he  could  speak  as  to  a  friend. 
Should  he  go  to  Mr.  Ludlow,  he  was  afraid  that 
the  magistrate  would  perhaps  immediately  send  off 
to  Dame  Herring's  Cottage,  and  attempt  to  apprehend 
the  whole  body  of  smugglers.  "  If  he  does,  what 
will  be  the  advantage  ?  None  at  all.  I  know  what 
I  heard,  but  I  cannot  swear  to  the  voices  of  any  one 
of  them  and  they  will  all  escape,  and  revenge  them- 
selves on  me ;   not  that  I  care  for  that  if  I  can  do 
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others  a  service,  but  it's  hard  to  suffer  and  do  no  good 
to  any  one." 

The  captain  was  an  early  riser.  He  had  scarcely 
been  a  minute  on  foot  when  he  heard  blind  Peter 
knocking  at  the  door.  Peter  was  admitted,  and  his 
story  soon  told.  "  I  will  consider  what  is  to  be  done, 
and  will  give  due  warning  to  Mr,  Ludlow,"  answered 
the  captain.  "  But  one  thing  is  certain,  Peter,  that 
you  must  lie  by  for  a  while,  and  take  up  your  abode 
in  the  tower.  The  ruf&ans  would  treat  you  with 
little  ceremony  if  they  were  to  catch  you  as  you 
were  wandering  about  the  country,  but  they  would 
scarcely  venture  to  molest  you  while  you  are  here — 
indeed,  there  is  no  reason  that  they  should  know  that 
you  are  here." 

There  was  a  small  vacant  room  on  the  ground  floor 
of  the  Tower — into  this  the  captain  conducted  Peter, 
and  told  him  that  he  must  consider  himself  a  prisoner 
there  till  the  smugglers  were  captured  or  driven  out 
of  the  country,  and  it  was  safe  for  him  again  to  go 
out  by  himself.  He  promised  him,  however,  that  he 
should  not  be  without  visitors,  and  that  Margery  and 
Charley  Blount  should  come  and  read  to  him. 

Captain  Askew,  having  made  these  arrangements 
for  the  safety  of  the  poor  blind  man,  considered  how 
he  could  warn  Mr.  Ludlow  of  the  danger  thre*^<^ening 
liim. 


CHARLEY  BLOUNT. 


Charley  Blount  was  the  best  messenger  he  could 
select.  The  hall  was  nine  miles  off,  but  Charley  said 
that  the  distance  was  nothing,  and  that  he  would  be 
there  and  back  by  dinner  time ;  so  having  received 
his  instiiictions  he  set  off,  with  a  stout  stick  in  his 
hand,  in  high  spirits,  observing  that  should  the 
smugglers  wish  to  stop  him,  they  would  have  to  run 
very  fast  before  he  was  caught. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

MAKGERY's   hopes— the   SAILOU's   STOKY — THE   SMUGGLERS- 
GUESTS   AT   THE   TOY/ER — GHOSTS. 

IBOUT  an  hour  after  Charley  Blount  had  left 
the  Tower,  Stephen  Ludlow  trotted  up  on 
his  pony,  not  having  met  the  young  sailor 
on  the  way.  He  said  that  he  had  come  over  early, 
to  spend  the  day,  and  that  if  he  was  asked  to  sleep 
he  might  do  so.  Of  this  the  captain  was  very  glad, 
as  he  did  not  wish  him  to  run  the  risk  of  going  back 
alone,  and  at  the  same  time  he  had  not  sufficient 
confidence  in  his  discretion  to  tell  him  what  he  had 
learned  from  Blind  Peter ;  so  he  said,  "  I  am  very 
glad  to  receive  you,  my  young  friend ;  but  I  must 
exact  a  promise  that  you  will  not  go  beyond  the 
open  beach,  or  the  downs  in  sight  of  the  windows  of 
the  Tower,  unless  with  Tom  or  me.  I  have  my 
reasons,  which  I  need  not  mention  now." 

Stephen  thought  this  rather  odd,  but  as  he  wished 
to  stay,  he  readily  gave  the  required  promise.     Mar- 
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gery  had  for  some  time  been  wishing  to  see  him,  to 
talk  to  him  about  the  book  he  had  lent  her,  and 
which  she  had  now  read  completely  through. 

"  Oh,  Stephen  !  "  she  exclaimed,  when  she  saw 
him,  "  it  is  such  a  delightful  book.  I  have  never 
read  anything  I  have  liked  half  so  much.  It  has 
given  me  an  idea — but  I  cannot  talk  to  you  about  it 
here.  You  must  come  out  on  the  beach,  and  we  will 
sit  on  a  rock  and  look  out  over  the  sea,  and  then 
I  shall  be  able  to  say  all  I  wish." 

So  they  went  out  together,  and  easily  found  a  spot 
to  suit  Margery's  taste. 

"  Well,  Margery,  what  is  it  that  you  have  to  tell 
me  about  my  old  book  ? "  said  Stephen,  in  a  tone 
which  wovdd  have  told  her,  had  she  not  been  herself 
so  engrossed  in  her  subject,  that  she  was  not  likely 
to  have  a  very  sympathising  hearer. 

"  Pray  do  not  speak  of  it  in  that  way,  Stephen," 
she  answered.  "  It's  a  dear,  delightful  book,  at  all 
events ;  and  since  I  read  it  I  have  been  thinking 
more  than  ever  of  dear  Jack.  You  know  that  he 
went  away  in  a  ship  to  the  Pacific  Ocean,  and  the 
ship  was  wrecked,  just  as  Eobinson  Crusoe's  was, 
and  though  he  was  not  a  supercargo,  he  was  a  mid- 
shipman, and  I  don't  suppose  there  is  much  differ- 
ence; and  at  all  events,  if  Eobinson  Crusoe  was 
saved,  and  lived  on  a  desert  island  for  many  years, 
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though  everybody  else  in  the  ship  was  lost,  why 
should  not  dear  Jack  have  been  cast  on  some  island, 
find  be  still  alive,  though  not  able  to  get  away,  or  I 
am  sure  that  he  would,  and  would  come  home  and 
tell  us  all  about  it ;  for  he  knows  how  we  all  love  him 
and  think  about  him  every  day." 

"  What  a  strange  idea  !  "  said  Stephen,  somewhat 
coldly.  "  I  thought  that  it  was  settled  that  Jack  was 
dead  long  ago.  Do  you  really  believe  that  he  is 
alive  ? " 

"  Of  course  T  do,"  answered  Margery,  with  some 
little  impatience  in  her  tone ;  "  it  was  only  those 
who  don't  care  about  him  settled  that  he  was  dead. 
I  have  always,  always,  been  sure  that  he  is  alive, 
over  the  sea  there,  a  long,  long  way  off ;  but  he  will 
come  back  when  we  can  send  for  him." 

"  Very  strange  !  "  muttered  Stephen.  "  But  what, 
Mrs.  Margery,  would  you  have  me  do  ? " 

"Stephen,  you  knew  dear  Jack  well,"  she  an- 
swered, fixing  her  large  blue  eyes  on  him ;  "  you 
used  to  call  him  your  friend,  and  friends  ought  to 
help  each  other.  If  I  was  a  boy,  whether  or  not 
I  was  Jack's  brother — if  I  was  his  friend, — I  know 
what  I  would  do :  I  would  go  out  and  look  for 
him." 

"But  where  would  you  look?"  asked  Stephen. 
"  The  Pacific  is  a  very  wide  place,  even  on  the  map ; 
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and  I  have  a  fancy  that  in  reality  it  is  wider  still. 
There  are  many,  many  islands  no  one  knows  any- 
thing of." 

"  Ah  !  that  is  the  very  thing  I  have  heen  thinking 
of,"  exclaimed  Margery.  "I  am  certain  that  Jack 
is  living  on  one  of  those  very  islands." 

"  How  can  you,  Margery,  be  certain  of  any  such 
thing?"  said  Stephen,  in  his  usual  cold  tone,  which 
contrasted  curiously  with  the  enthusiastic  manner  of 
little  Margery. 

"  How  can  you  ask  that  question,  Stephen  ? "  she 
exclaimed,  half  angry  that  he  should  venture  to 
doubt  the  correctness  of  her  most  cherished  belief 
"  Piobinson  Crusoe  was  wrecked  on  a  desert  island 
and  so  Jack  may  be,  and  I  want  you  to  go  and  look 
for  him,  and  bring  him  home  !  There  !  I  will  not  be 
refused!  You  are  old  enough  and  big  enough  to  go, 
— bigger  than  Jack  was — and  you  have  plenty  of 
money;  and  your  papa  always  lets  you  do  just 
what  you  like,  so  you  say ;  and  besides,  you  often 
speak  to  me  of  Jack  as  your  old  friend ;  and  if  he 
was  your  friend  I  ask  you  to  prove  it  by  brin»inff 
him  home." 

When  Stephen  heard  this  he  first  thought  that 
Margery  was  joking,  but  the  matter  was  too  serious 
for  that;  then  the  idea  occurred  to  him  that  she 
had  gone  out  oi  her  mind ;  but  she  looked  so  calm, 
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and  quiet,  and  earnest,  that  he  banished  it  imme- 
diately, and  promised  to  think  over  her  proposal, 
and  speak  to  his  father.  He,  however,  very  well 
knew  the  answer  his  father  would  give,  and  he  him- 
self had  no  wish  to  go  wandering  about  the  world  in 
search  of  one  for  whom  he  cared  but  little.  Had 
Margery  known  what  was  passing  in  his  mind  how 
she  would  have  despised  him.  But  she  did  not; 
she  fancied  that  he  must  be  as  enthusiastic  as  she 
herself  was,  and  that  it  was  only  necessary  to  men- 
tion her  idea  for  him  to  take  it  up  warmly.  She 
therefore  was  prepared  to  wait  patiently,  under  the 
belief  that  Stephen  would  soon  be  able  to  give  a 
favourable  answer  to  her  request. 

Margery's  belief  that  Jack  was  still  alive  received 
a  very  remarkable  and  curious  confirmation  that 
very  day,  after  she  had  parted  from  Stephen.  She 
was  on  her  way  to  the  village  to  carry  some  food  to 
a  sick  child,  when  she  encountered  a  rough  sailor- 
like man,  who,  taking  off  his  hat,  begged  for  assist- 
ance, as  he  was  on  his  way  to  join  his  ship  at  Ply- 
month,  and  had  spent  all  his  money ;  and  if  he  did 
not  make  haste  she  would  sail  without  him.  He 
had  come  last  from  the  Pacific,  and  complained  that 
he  had  had  but  very  little  time  on  shore  to  amuse 
himself.  The  mention  of  the  Pacific  made  ^Margery 
instantly  ask  him  if  he  thought  it  possible  tliat  hvx 
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biother  Jack  might  be  living,  cast  away  on  one  of 
the  numerous  islands  of  that  vast  ocean. 

"It  is  a  very  strange  question  for  you  to  put  to 
me,  iMiss,  for  a  curious  thing  happened  as  we  were 
steering  southward  from  Vancouver's  Island,  on  our 
way  home.  What  should  we  see  but  a  small  boat 
floating,  all  alone,  hundreds  of  miles,  for  what  we 
knew,  from  any  land.  We  made  towards  her  and 
picked  her  up,  for  thei-e  was  a  man  in  her,  or  what 
once  had  been  a  man,  for  he  was  lighter  than  a 
baby,  and  that  I  foimd  oiit,  for  I  lifted  him  upon 
deck  myself  3-[e  was  still  alive,  though  the  life  was 
going  fast  out  of  him,  and  he  couldn't  speak  above  a 
whisper,  and  only  a  few  words  then.  He  had  been 
living  on  fish,  we  guessed,  may  be  for  weeks,  by  the 
number  of  scales  we  saw  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat, 
Xow  this  is  what  he  told  me.  His  name  was  David 
King.  .  He  had  been  shipwrecked  with  another 
yoimg  man — a  gentleman's  son,  I  know  he  said,  and 
they  were  the  only  survivors  of  all  the  crew.  He 
had  gone  out  fishing  in  their  boat,  and  had  been 
blown  off  the  island.  I  made  out  this  by  fits  and 
starts,  as  it  were,  for  he  couldn't  speak  without  pain, 
it  seemed.  Poor  fellow!  he  was  far  gone,  and 
though  the  doctor  poured  all  sorts  of  things  down 
his  throat,  it  was  no  use,  he  never  lifted  up  his  head, 
and  before  the  evening  he  was  dead.     ^laybe  if  we 
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had  seen  him  a  day  or  two  before  he'd  have  lived, 
and  been  able  to  tell  us  more  about  himself." 

Margery  was,  of  course,  deeply  interested  with 
this  account  of  the  sailor.  She  imprudently  gave 
him  all  the  money  she  possessed,  and  then  begged 
him  to  come  up  to  the  Tower  that  he  might  repeat 
the  story  to  her  father.  He,  however,  was  in  a 
hurry  to  proceed  on  his  journey,  and  declined 
coming,  possibly  not  aware  of  the  importance  which 
might  have  been  attached  to  his  narrative,  and  per- 
haps selfishly  indifferent  in  the  matter.  Margery 
at  length  hurried  home  and  told  her  fatlier,  and  he 
and  Tom  went  down  to  look  for  the  sailor,  but  he 
had  disappeared,  and  notwithstanding  all  tlieir  in- 
quiries they  could  gain  no  trace  of  him.  The  cap- 
tain, indeed,  suspected  that  the  man  was  some 
begging  impostor,  who  had  heard  of  the  loss  of  his 
son,  and  had  concocted  the  tale  for  the  sake  of 
getting  money  out  of  the  young  lady.  This  was 
especially  ]\Ir.  Ludlow's  opinion  of  the  mattei'. 

Charley  Blount  stepped  boldly  out  towards 
Ludlow  Hal],  singing  as  he  went,  not  from  want  of 
thought,  but  from  joyousness  of  heart.  He  reached 
the  hall  without  interruption,  INIr.  Ludlow  was 
nmch  pleased  M'ith  liis  manner  and  appearance, 
thanked  him  warmly  for  bringing  the  message,  and 
said  that   he  would   accompany  liim   back  to  the 
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Tower,  witli  a  couple  of  men  on  horseback.  Charley, 
like  most  sailors,  could  ride ;  that  is  to  say,  he 
could  stick  on  and  let  his  horse  go.  He  did  so  ou 
the  present  occasion.  They  had  got  within  two 
miles  of  the  Tower,  when  a  number  of  men,  rough- 
looking  fellows,  were  seen  standing  in  the  road 
before  them. 

As  ]\Ir.  Ludlow  and  his  party  drew  near,  their 
gestures  became  threatening,  and  it  was  evident  that 
they  meant  mischief.  The  squire  was  not  a  man  to 
be  turned  aside  from  his  purpose.  "  Charge  the 
fellows,  and  if  they  attempt  to  stop  us,  fire  at 
them,"  he  exclaimed,  putting  spurs  to  his  horse. 
Charley  and  his  men  followed  his  exampla  Those 
most  frequently  succeed  who  bravely  face  dangers 
and  difficulties — the  timid  and  hesitating  faiL  Mr. 
Ludlow  dashed  ou.  Tlie  smugglers,  for  such  there 
could  be  no  doubt  that  they  were,  had  black  crape 
over  their  faces,  and  most  of  them  wore  carters' 
smock  frocks,  which  stiU  further  assisted  to  disguise 
them.  Tliis  made  it  yet  more  evident  that  they 
had  collected  with  evil  intentions.  There  could  no 
longer  be  any  doubt  about  the  matter  when  two  or 
three  of  them  stretched  out  their  arms  to  stop  the 
horses,  but  when  they  saw  the  pistols  levelled  at 
their  heads,  most  of  them  sprang  hurriedly  back 
again.     One,  however,  more   daring  than  the  rest 
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attempted  to  seize  Mr,  Ludlow's  rein.  Fortii- 
uately  for  the  ruffian  the  magistrate's  pistol  missed 
fire,  but  he  dealt  the  man's  wrist  so  heavy  a  blow 
with  the  butt-end  of  his  weapon  that  the  smuggler 
was  glad  to  let  go  his  hold  lest  he  should  have  had 
another  such  a  blow  on  his  head.  Charley  laid 
about  him  with  his  thick  walking-stick,  and  in  a 
few  seconds  the  whole  party  were  out  of  the  reach  of 
the  smugglers.  They  galloped  on,  however,  without 
pulling  rein  till  they  reached  the  Tower." 

"Never  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life  have  I 
been  subject  to  so  daring  an  outrage,  Captain 
Askew,"  exclaimed  INTr.  Tjudlow,  as  he  dismounted 
"  It  is  more  like  the  doings  of  ancient  days  than 
what  we  have  a  right  to  expect  in  the  nineteenth 
century.  I  dread  to  hear  what  has  happened  to  my 
boy.     Has  he  reached  you  safely?" 

Stephen,  who  had  just  come  up  from  the  beach, 
answered  the  question  for  himself. 

"  So  far  the  smugglers  have  gained  no  advantage 
over  us,"  observed  Mr.  Ludlow,  addressing  Captain 
Askew.  "  But  with  your  leave,  my  good  neighbour, 
I  will  take  up  my  abode  here  with  you  for  a  niglit, 
that  we  may  the  better  consult  as  to  the  further 
steps  it  may  be  necessaiy  to  take  to  put  a  stop  to 
tliese  proceedings.  I  have  written  to  Captain  Haul- 
taught,  the  new  inspecting  commander  of  the  dis- 


GUESTS  AT  THE  TOWER.  261 


trict,  requesting  him  to  meet  me  liere  with  two  or 
three  of  his  lieutenants,  and  it  will  be  very  strange 
if  we  cannot  manage  to  get  to  windward,  as  you 
would  say,  of  these  smuggling  gentlemen. 

Captain  Askew  could  only  say  that  he  was  happy 
to  put  his  house  at  the  disposal  of  Mr.  Ludlow  and 
those  he  thought  fit  to  invite,  on  a  public  matter  of 
so  much  importance.  He  had  forgiven,  and  he  be- 
lieved from  his  heart,  the  unfeeling  way  in  which 
Mr.  Ludlow  had  acted  towards  Jack,  under  what,  he 
acknowledged,  might  have  been  his  stem  sense  of 
justice ;  yet  he,  as  a  father,  could  not  but  remember 
that  he  was  indirectly  the  cause  of  Jack's  loss.  He 
felt  this,  but  did  not  allow  his  feelings  in  any  way  to 
bias  his  conduct.  Tom  and  Becky  were  therefore 
directed  to  make  all  necessary  preparations  to  do 
honour  to  the  guests  present  and  expected.  Mrs. 
Askew  and  Margery  were  also  not  idle  in  arranging 
the  provisions  and  the  rooms  for  the  guests.  Tom 
was  a  man  of  a  single  idea ;  that  was,  that  it  was  his 
business  to  obey  the  captain  in  all  things  without 
questioning.  He  had  learned  that  lesson  at  sea 
and  it  would  have  been  impossible  for  any  one  to 
persuade  him  out  of  it.  Becky,  however,  not 
having  been  under  similar  discipline,  did  not  con- 
sider herself  bound  to  obey  in  the  same  way  as  did 
Tom. 
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She  therefore  grumbled  very  much  when  she  heard 
that  Mr.  Ludlow  was  to  remain  durinsc  the  night. 

"It's  bad  enough  to  have  the  young  cub  come 
prowling  about  the  house,  but  when  the  old  wolf 
comes  and  sits  down  in  the  hall,  it  bodes  ill  luck  to 
the  family,"  she  muttered  to  herself,  though  loud 
enough  for  her  mistress  to  overhear  her. 

Mrs.  Askew  made  no  remark,  but  of  course  knew 
to  what  she  alluded. 

"  I'd  be  ashamed  to  show  my  face  inside  the  doors, 
if  I  were  he,  after  sending  the  only  son  of  the  house 
away  over  the  sea  to  die  in  foreign  lands,  and  then 
to  come  up  laugliiug  and  talking  as  if  he  had  never 
done  any  harm  to  any  one  of  us." 

"  We  are  taught  to  forgive  our  enemies  not  only 
seven  times,  but  seventy  times  seven,  Becky,"  ob- 
served ]Mrs.  Askew,  feeling  that  she  ought  at  length 
to  check  her  attendant.  "Even  had  Mr.  Ludlow 
wantonly  or  intentionally  inflicted  an  injmy  on  us, 
it  would  be  for  us  to  receive  him  as  a  guest.  "What 
he  did  was  under  a  sense  of  duty,  and  we  have  no 
right  to  complain." 

"A  sense  of  duty,  indeed,"  muttered  Becky, 
"  what  would  lie  liave  said  if  his  precious  son  had 
been  packed  off  to  sea  like  poor  dear  Master  Jack  ? 
I  should  care  little  if  the  food  I  have  to  cook  should 
choke  him.     I  only  hope  that  he'U  not  get  a  wink  of 
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sleep  in  the  bed  I  have  to  make  for  him.  Towards 
the  boy  I  have  no  ill  will ;  but  I  only  hope  when  he 
grows  bigger  that  he'U  not  be  thinking  he's  worthy 
of  our  ^Miss  Margery — that's  what  I  have  to  say." 

The  last  words  were  addressed  to  Tom,  ]Mrs. 
Askew  having  left  the  room. 

"  What  need  have  you  or  I  to  trouble  our  heads 
about  the  matter.  Mistress  Becky,"  he  observed. 
'  What  the  captaiu  tliinks  fit  is  fit,  tliat's  what  I 
have  to  say." 

"I  don't  gainsay  that,  Mister  Tom,"  answered  Becky, 
"  but  what  I  ask  is,  why  this  Mr.  Ludlow,  who  has 
behaved  so  shamefully  to  the  captain  and  the  missus, 
dares  to  come  to  the  Tower,  and  why  they  let  him  ? " 

"  Why,  to  my  mind,  Mistress  Becky,  it's  just  this 
— the  captain's  a  Christian  of  the  right  sort,  and  real 
Christians  don't  bear  malice,  and  so,  do  you  see,  the 
captain  doesn't  bear  malice,"  answered  Tom,  giving 
a  tug  to  the  waistband  of  his  trousers,  a  nautical 
trick  he  had  never  lost.  "  If  he  was  a  make-believe 
Christian,  like  too  many  folks,  I  can't  say  what  he 
might  do.  Becky,  does  you  say  your  prayers  ?  Now 
I  do,  since  the  captain  taught  me,  and  I  know  that 
I  axes  God  to  forgive  me  my  trespasses  as  I  forgive 
others  as  trespasses  against  me;  and  I'U  moreover 
make  bold  to  declare  that  the  captain  says  that 
prayer  every  night  of  his  life,  and  has  said  it  too. 
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blow  liigh  or  blow  low,  ever  since  he  was  a  little 
chap  on  his  mother's  knee.  There,  Mistress  Becky, 
yon  have  what  I  calls  the  philosophy  of  the  matter, 
and  if  I'm  not  right  I  don't  know  no  better." 

Becky  acknowledged  that  Tom's  arguments  were 
unanswerable,  though  she  did  not  altogether  com- 
prehend them.  She  resolved,  however,  to  dress  the 
dinner  as  well  as  she  could,  and  to  make  up  a  com- 
fortable bed  for  the  magistrate. 

Everything  went  off  as  satisfactorily  as  could  have 
been  desired.  Mr.  Ludlow  did  his  best  to  be  agreeable, 
and  Stephen  was  pleasanter  than  usiial,  and  listened 
with  interest  to  the  accounts  Charley  Blount  gave  of 
his  voyages,  and  the  countries  he  had  visited.  The 
inspecting  commander,  however,  did  not  arrive. 
Late  in  the  evening  a  revenue  cutter  came  off  the 
coast,  and  put  on  shore  a  very  stout  lieutenant,  who 
came  puffing  up  to  the  Tower,  and  announced  himself 
as  Lieutenant  Dugong,  of  the  Coast  Guard.  The 
captain  received  him  cordially,  but  Becky  surveyed 
him  in  despair. 

"  He'd  break  down  the  strongest  bed  in  the  house 
if  there  was  one  to  spare  for  him,"  she  exclaimed, 
when  she  and  Tom  were  next  alone.  "What  can 
you  do  with  people  like  him,  Mr.  Tom,  at  sea? 
What  sort  of  bedsteads  have  they  got  to  sleep  on  ?  " 

"  Why,  ^listress  Becky,  that  depends  whether  they 
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are  berthed  forward  or  aft,"  answered  Tom.  "  If  for- 
ward, they  swing  in  a  hammock  ;  and  if  aft,  in  a  cot. 
We'll  soon  sling  one  or  t'other  for  tliis  here  Lieutenant 
Dugong,  and  depend  on't  he'll  have  no  cause  to  com- 
plain." 

As  may  be  supposed,  every  room  in  the  Tower  was 
occupied.  Tom  took  charge  of  Blind  Peter,  and 
Charley  Blount  was  put  into  the  room  he  had 
occupied  on  the  ground  floor,  and  the  stout  lieu- 
tenant had  another  small  room  on  the  same  floor, 
while  Stephen  was  placed  in  a  small  one  near  the 
first  landing,  and  his  father  had  a  room  not  far  off. 

The  whole  family  and  their  inmates  retired  to  rest 
and  to  sleep.  Xo  one  in  the  old  Tower  was  awake. 
The  hour  of  midnight  had  been  struck  by  a  clock 
constructed  by  the  captain.  The  evening  had  been 
calm,  but  now  the  wind  began  to  moan  and  sigh  and 
whistle  round  the  walls,  and  through  any  crevice  into 
which  it  could  find  an  entrance,  while  the  dash  of 
the  sea  on  the  beach  grew  every  instant  louder  and 
louder,  and  ever  and  anon  the  shriek  of  some  wild 
fowl  startled  from  its  roost  was  heard,  as  it  flew  by 
to  find  another  resting-place;  giving  the  notion  to 
the  ignorant  and  superstitious  that  spirits  of  evil 
were  fljing  about  intent  on  mischief. 

The  clock  struck  one  when  Stephen  Ludlow  awoke 
with  a  start,  and  saw  standing  close  to  his  bed  a 
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figure  clothed  in  white,  and  from  it  proceeded  a 
curious  light,  which,  while  thrown  brightly  on  him, 
darkened  everything  else  around,  HI3  first  impulse 
was  to  hide  his  head  under  the  bed-clothes,  but  then 
he  was  afraid  that  the  creature  might  jump  on  him, 
and  so  he  remained  staring  at  it,  till  his  hair  stood  on 
end,  and  yet  not  daring  to  scream  out.  At  length  it 
stretched  out  an  arm,  with  a  long  thin  hand  at  the 
end  of  it,  shook  a  chain,  which  rattled  and  clanked 
on  the  floor,  and  growled  forth,  "  Out  of  this  !  out  of 
this  !  out  of  this  ! " 

Stephen's  teeth  chattered.  He  could  not  speak — 
he  could  not  move.  He  thought  for  a  moment,  and 
hoped  that  the  apparition  might  be  merely^  the 
phantom  of  a  dream;  but  he  pinched  himself,  and 
became  too  truly  convinced  that  it  was  a  dreadful 
reality.  There  it  stood  glaring  at  him ;  he  was  too 
fi'ightened  to  mark  very  minutely  its  appearance. 
"  Out  of  this  !  out  of  this  !  out  of  this ! "  again  re- 
peated the  phantom,  slowly  retiring  towards  the 
door— a  movement  which  would  have  been  greatly 
to  Stephen's  relief  had  he  not  felt  sure  that  it  would 
come  back  again.  His  eyes  followed  it  till  it  glided 
out  of  the  door  as  noiselessly  as  it  had  entered. 
Poor  Stephen  kept  gazing  towards  the  open  door, 
which  he  dared  not  get  out  of  bed  to  shut,  lest  he 
Ghoul d  encounter  the  phantom  coming  back  again. 
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About  tlie  same  time  that  Stephen  saw  the  phan- 
tom, Charley  Blount  was  awakened  by  a  strange 
noise  in  his  bed-room  of  clanking  of  chains  and 
horrible  groans ;  then  all  was  silent,  and  a  voice  ex- 
claimed,— 

"  Out  of  this !  out  of  this  !  out  of  this ! " 

"  "What  do  you  mean  by  '  Out  of  this !  out  of  this ! 
out  of  this '  ? "  cried  Charley,  quietly  leaning  out  of 
his  bed,  and  seizing  one  of  his  heavy  walking  shoes. 
"  Explain  yourself,  old  fellow,  whoever  you  are." 

"  Out  of  this !  out  of  this  !  out  of  this  ! "  repeated 
the  voice. 

"  That  is  no  answer  to  my  question,"  said  Charley, 
undaunted,  and  peering  into  the  darkness,  in  the 
direction  from  whence  the  voice  appeared  to  proceed. 

"  Out  of  this  !  out  of  this  !  out  of  this  I "  said  the 
voice. 

"  I  say,  you  had  better  get  out  of  this,  or  111  be 
trying  the  thickness  of  your  skull  with  my  walking- 
stick." 

There  was  a  loud  groan  and  a  clanking  of  chains ; 
a  light  flashed  in  Charley's  eyes,  and  at  the  same 
moment  he  saw  at  the  further  end  of  the  room,  near 
tlie  door,  a  tall  figure  in  white.  The  instant  he  saw 
it  the  young  sailor's  shoe  was  flying  across  the  room, 
and  he  following  it  with  his  stick  in  his  hand ;  the 
ghost,  if  ghost  it  was,  made  a  rapid  spring  through 
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the  door-way,  and  fled  along  the  passage.  Charley, 
having  no  light,  could  not  follow,  so  he  returned  to 
his  room,  and  took  his  post  behind  the  door,  hoping 
that  if  the  ghost  should  come  back  he  might  have 
the  satisfaction  of  trying  the  strength  of  his  stick  on 
its  head,  supposing  ghosts  to  have  heads.  In  this 
ease,  at  all  events,  it  showed  tliat  it  possessed  some 
sense,  as,  though  he  waited  till  he  was  almost  as  cold 
as  the  ghost  might  be  supposed  to  be,  it  never  came 
back,  so  he  picked  up  his  thick  shoes,  and  with  them 
and  his  trusty  stick  by  his  side,  ready  for  any  emer- 
gency, got  into  bed  again. 

Meantime,  Lieutenant  Dugong  had  been  sleeping 
soundly  in  a  cot  formerly  used  by  the  captain, 
which  Tom  had  slung  for  him  in  the  unused  room. 
He  w^as  contentedly  snoring  away,  when  suddenly 
he  felt  a  tremendous  blow  under  his  back,  which 
almost  sent  him  flying  out  of  his  cot,  which  im- 
mediately afterwards  was  violently  shaken  from  side 
to  side.  "  Hullo  !  what's  got  hold  of  the  ship  now  ? " 
he  cried  out,  only  half  awake.  "  Steady,  now  ! 
Steady  !  All  comes  from  bad  steering."  However, 
directly  afterwards  awaking,  he  struck  out  right 
and  left  with  his  fists,  hoping  to  catch  those  disturb- 
ing him. 

A  loud,  hoarse  laugh  followed,  and  the  next 
moment  a  light  flashed  in  the  room,  and  a  figure 
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in  Avliite  appeared  before  Lim,  aud  lie  lieard,  amid 
rattling  of  chains  and  groans,  the  words,  "  Out  of 
vhis  !  out  of  this  !  out  of  this  ! " 

"Get  out  of  this  indeed!  I'll  see  you  at  the 
bottom  of  the  Red  Sea  first !"  exclaimed  the  fat  lieu- 
tenant, "I've  done  my  duty;  and  so  if  you  are  a 
ghost  I  don't  fear  you  ;  and  if  you  are  not,  just  wait 
a  bit,  and  I'll  give  you  such  a  drubbing  that  it  wiU 
be  a  long  time  before  you  venture  again  to  awake  a 
naval  officer  out  of  his  first  sleep. 

"Whether  or  not  the  ghost  understood  this  address 
it  is  difficult  to  say  ;  but  at  all  events,  as  the  gallant 
ofticer  began  to  get  out  of  his  cot,  an  operation  he 
could  not  very  rapidly  perform,  it  vanished  from 
his  sight,  so  he  drew  in  his  stout  legs  again,  rolled 
himself  up,  and  under  the  impression  that  he  was 
suffering  from  nightmare  from  having  taken  too 
much  lobster  at  supper,  was  in  two  minutes  fast 
asleep,  to  be  awakened  again  in  a  minute  by  the 
loud  report  of  a  pistol,  which  made  him  start  up 
and  look  about  him  in  earnest,  not  to  see  anything, 
however,  for  it  was  nearly  dark,  as  a  faint  glimmer 
of  starlight  alone  came  through  the  long,  narrow,  and 
only  window  in  the  room. 

What  befel  the  other  inmates  of  the  Tower  on 
that  memorable  night  must  be  narrated  in  another 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

MR.  LUDLOW  DISTURBED— MAGGIE  SCUTTLE  AND  BLIND 
PETER — MARGERY  DISAPPEARS. 

POW  the  slumbers  of  several  of  tlie  inmates 
of  the  old  Tower  of  Stormoimt  Bay  were 
disturbed  has  already  been  described.  The 
ghosts,  if  ghosts  they  were — for  that  may  be  doubted 
— were  of  a  daring  character,  for  they  ventured  to 
appear  even  to  Mr.  Ludlow.  He  was  awakened  by 
a  groan  close  to  his  head,  a  chain  clanked,  and  a  deep 
voice  uttered  the  words,  "  Out  of  this  !  out  of  this  ! 
out  of  this  !  " 

Though  broad  awake  by  this  time  he  made  no 
answer,  but  endeavoured  to  pierce  through  the  gloom 
with  his  eyes  to  ascertain  who  was  in  the  room.  A 
minute  or  more  passed  by,  and  he  also  suspected  that 
he  had  been  dreaming ;  at  the  same  time  he  quietly 
stretched  out  his  hand  to  take  hold  of  a  pistol  which 
he  had  placed  on  a  chair  by  his  bedside — a  dangerous, 
and  in  most  instances   very   useless  practice.     Ho 
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kept  Ms  finger  on  the  trigger,  peering  into  the  dark 
in  the  hope  of  seeing  the  person  who  was  attempt- 
ing, he  suspected,  to  play  off  some  trick  on  him.  His 
hand  began  to  ache  with  holding  the  pistol  in  an  un- 
comforiable  position.  Suddenly  a  bright  light  flashed 
in  his  face,  and  a  voice  groaned,  "  Out  of  this !  out 
of  this  !  out  of  this  ! "  He  pulled  the  trigger,  aiming 
at  the  point  whence  the  voice  came,  but  the  cap  alone 
exploded,  a  hoarse  laugh  at  the  same  time  bursting 
fori;h,  when  a  fearful  lookincc  figure  for  an  instant 
appeared,  surrounded  by  a  blue  flame,  and  then  again 
all  was  dark  and  silent, 

Mr.  Ludlow  was  a  man  of  nerve ;  springing  from 
his  bed  he  rushed  towards  the  spot  where  he  had 
seen  the  figure,  but  nearly  fractured  his  head  against 
the  wall.  He  sprang  to  the  other  side,  but  only 
upset  some  articles  of  furniture  which  seemed  to  have 
been  placed  purposely  iu  the  way;  and  at  length, 
after  gi'oping  about  for  some  time,  he  was  glad  to  get 
back,  utterly  baffled,  to  his  bed.  He  had  no  matches 
in  the  room,  or  he  would  have  lighted  a  candle  and 
gone  in  search  of  the  disturbers  of  his  slumbers.  He 
could  not  go  to  sleep  again  very  easily,  so  he  lay 
wondering  who  could  have  played  the  trick. 
"  Not  Stephen,  my  own  son,"  he  thought,  "  but 
that  other  boy,  Charley  Blount ;  he  seems  up  to 
anything.     Still  he  would  not   have   the  audacity 
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to   come    into  my  room   and  attempt   to   frighten 
me/' 

Thus  thinking,  he  was  dropping  off  to  sleep  when 
a  deep  groan  awoke  him — he  listened,  all  was  silent ; 
he  thought  that  he  must  be  mistaken,  but  he  tried  to 
keep  awake  to  listen,  directing  his  eyes  at  the  same 
time  towards  the  door.  Once  more  there  was  a  groan, 
and  directly  afterwards,  at  a  spot  where  a  gleam  of 
starlight  came  through  the  window,  he  caught  a 
glimpse  of  a  tall  figure  gliding  across  the  room. 
He  fired  at  the  instant ;  this  time  his  pistol  went  off. 
There  was  a  hoarse  laugh  as  before ;  but  when  he 
sprang  up,  hoping  to  seize  his  untimely  visitor,  the 
figure  had  disappeared,  and  he  ran  his  head  against 
the  edge  of  the  door  which  had  been  left  open.  So 
unusual  a  sound  as  the  report  of  a  pistol  in  a  quiet 
household  at  midnight  soon  brought  most  of  the  in- 
mates to  his  room.  The  captain  came  stumping 
down  in  a  red  nightcap  and  an  old  pea-coat ;  Tom 
had  qui'My  slipped  into  a  pair  of  trousers,  and  had 
a  yellow  handkerchief  round  his  head ;  Becky  ap- 
peared, lier  countenance  ornamented  with  huge  curl- 
papers, in  a  flannel  petticoat  and  piece  of  chintz  cur- 
tain over  her  shoulders ;  while  the  stout  lieutenant, 
unable  to  find  his  garments  in  the  dark,  had  groped 
his  way  up  wrapped  in  a  blanket,  when  coming  sud- 
denly ir  front  of  Becky,  she  shrieked  out,  "  A  ghost  1 
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a  ghost !    a  ghost ! "  and  ran  off,  nearly  upsetting 
her  master  in  her  flight. 

"  Stop  !  stop !  I'm  not  a  ghost,  my  good  woman," 
cried  out  the  lieutenant ;  '•'  I  only  wish  that  you  would 
teU  me  where  I  could  find  any  of  the  gentlemen,  and 
I  would  break  their  heads  for  them,  for  not  a  wink 
of  sleep  have  they  allowed  me  for  the  last  two  hours." 

The  captain  and  Tom  having  brought  lights, 
search  was  made  throughout  ^Mr.  Ludlow's  room, 
and  in  the  other  rooms  where  the  noises  had  been 
heard,  but  not  a  trace  of  any  one  having  been  in  thera 
could  be  discovered.  Still,  both  the  captain  and 
magistrate  were  convinced  that  not  only  one  person, 
but  several,  must  have  been  in  the  house  during  the 
night  for  nearly  two  hours,  and  probably  were  still 
there,  for  the  front  and  the  side  doors  were  closed, 
and  no  windows  were  found  open  by  which  they 
could  have  escaped.  The  lieutenant  was  rather  more 
doubtful  as  to  the  character  of  their  visitors,  and 
Becky  and  Tom  shook  their  heads  and  declared  that 
they  did  not  believe  mere  mortals  could  play  such 
pranks,  and  get  away  without  being  discovered.  "  If 
my  visitor  was  a  ghost,  we  shall  find  the  pistol 
bullet,  but  I  rather  suspect  that  the  fellow  withdrew 
it  while  I  was  asleep,  or  he  would  not  have  ventured 
to  have  remained  in  the  room  after  he  knew  I  had 
a  fire-arm,"  acutely  observed  Mr.  Ludlow. 

T 
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On  examining  the  room,  not  a  trace  of  a  bullet 
could  be  discovered,  though  a  piece  of  paper  in  which 
it  had  been  wrapped  was  picked  up  unburnt.  This 
confirmed  the  magistrate  in  the  opinion  tliat  his  sur- 
mise was  correct,  and  it  proved  also  the  daring 
character  of  the  people  who  had  played  the  trick. 
How  they  had  managed  to  get  into  the  Tower  was 
the  question.  The  magistrate  was  puzzled,  so  was 
everybody  else.  Neither  the  captain  nor  Tom,  who 
knew  the  building  better  than  anybody  else,  could 
solve  the  mystery.  Charley,  hearing  their  voices 
came  out  of  his  room,  and  Stephen  crawled  out  of 
his,  still  pale  and  trembling,  and  both  had  accounts 
to  give  of  their  ghostly  visitant,  Stephen  gave  the 
most  dreadful  account  of  the  ghost  he  had  seen,  of 
the  spiritual  character  of  which  he  seemed  to  have 
no  doubt.  "  Tut !  boy,  ghosts,  if  there  were  such 
things,  would  not  spend  their  time  in  trying  to  shake 
a  stout  gentleman  like  myself  out  of  his  cot,  in  draw- 
ing bullets  out  of  pistols,  in  using  dark  lanterns,  and 
groaning  and  growling  with  the  rough  voices  of  boat- 
swain's mates,"  exclaimed  Lieutenant  Dugong,  with 
a  look  of  contempt  at  poor  Stephen.  "  The  people 
who  have  been  in  here  deal  in  spirits,  I  have  no 
doubt,  for  they  are  smugglers,  and  pretty  stupid  ones 
too,  if  they  fancy  that  by  such  mummeries  they  can 
frighten  officers  and  gentlemen  as  we  are." 
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"  You  don't  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Dugong,  that  those 
are  not  ghosts  which  we  have  been  seeing  to-night," 
exclaimed  Stephen. 

"I  wish  as  how  I  thought  they  weren't,"  cried 
Becky,  "  for  it's  awful  to  think  that  the  old  Tower 
where  we've  lived  so  long  in  peace  should  be 
haunted." 

"  Fiddlestick,  woman,  with  your  haunted  Tower ! " 
said  the  magistrate,  who  was  apt  soon  to  lose  his 
patience ;  "  I  suspect  that  you  and  your  one-armed 
companion  there,  who  looks  as  scared  as  if  he  had  a 
real  goblin  at  his  heels,  have  been  leaving  some  door 
or  window  open  by  which  these  ghosts,  as  you  call 
them,  have  found  an  entrance,  and  if  they  have  not 
got  out  by  the  same  way  they  came  in  they  must 
still  be  somewhere  about  the  building,  and  you 
must  be  held  responsible  for  any  mischief  they  may 
commit — you  hear  me,  sirrah ! " 

"Beg  pardon,  sir,  and  no  offence,  I  do  hear  you," 
said  Tom,  stepping  forward  and  giving  a  pull  to  his 
red  nightcap,  and  a  hitch  to  his  wide  trousers :  "  but 
I've  served  his  Majesty — that's  three  on  'em  and  her 
Majesty,  that's  Queen  Victoria — man  and  boy  for 
better  than  forty  years,  afloat  in  all  seas,  and  all 
climes,  and  never  once  have  I  been  told  that  I 
wasn't  attending  to  my  duty,  and  doing  the  work  I 
was  set  to  do  as  well  as  I  could.     Now  I  know  it's 
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my  duty  to  see  that  all  the  doors  and  windows  are 
fast  at  night,  not  to  keep  out  robbers,  because  we've 
no  reason  to  fear  such  gentry  down  here,  but  to 
prevent  Mister  Wind  from  making  an  entrance, 
and  I  say  it,  and  again  I  begs  pardon,  I  did  close 
the  doors  and  windows  as  securely  as  I  ever  did  in 
my  life." 

"  Oh !  very  weU,  very  well,  my  good  man,  I  do 
not  doubt  your  honest  intentions,  but  assertions  are 
not  proofs  ;  if  you  were  to  set  about  it,  and  find  the 
ghost,  I  should  be  better  pleased,"  said  the  magis- 
trate. 

"  I  really  think,  Mr.  Ludlow,  that  you  are  some- 
what hard  upon  Tom,"  interposed  Captain  Askew ; 
"  I  can  answer  for  his  doing  his  best  to  find  the 
ghost  if  he  is  to  be  found,  and  if  not  I  will  leave 
him  in  charge  of  the  deck  while  we  turn  in  again ; 
and  you  may  depend  on  it  no  ghost  will  dare  to  show 
his  nose  while  he  is  on  duty." 

This  proposal  was  agreed  to,  and,  as  after  a 
further  search  no  trace  of  the  nocturnal  visitors 
was  discovered,  the  family  once  more  retired  to 
rest,  and  Tom,  with  Mr.  Ludlow's  pistols  in  his  belt, 
and  a  thick  stick  in  his  hand,  kept  watch — walking 
up  and  down  the  passages,  and  into  all  the  empty 
rooms,  and  should  he  see  anything  he  was  imme- 
diately to  call  the  captain  and  the  rest  of  the  gentle- 
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men.  Once,  as  be  was  walking  slowly  along  a 
passage  on  the  basement  story,  be  saw  on  tbe 
ceiling  a  faint  gleam  of  light,  as  if  it  had  been  cast 
from  somewhere  below  but  as  be  proceeded  it 
vanished,  and  though  he  looked  about  carefully  he 
could  not  discover  the  spot  whence  it  had  come.  He 
however  noted  it,  that  he  might  prosecute  his  exa- 
mination in  the  morning.  He  was  walkiuor  on,  when 
a  deep  groan  came  from  almost  beneath  his  feet,  as 
it  seemed.  Tom  was  not  altogether  free  from  super- 
stition, but  though  he  did  not  disbelieve  in  ghosts 
and  other  foolish  notions,  he  was  too  brave  to  be 
frightened  by  anything,  and  consequently  cool  and 
capable  of  reflection. 

"Ho!  ho!"  he  thought,  "if  that  was  a  ghost 
which  groaned,  he  has  got  a  light  to  light  himself 
about  with  anyhow  ;  and  he  must  be  stowed  away  in 
some  hollow  hereabouts,  under  the  floor  or  in  the  wall, 
and  there  he  shall  remain  till  morning  light  if  he 
doesn't  wont  a  broken  head  or  an  ounce  of  lead  sent 
through  his  body."  So  he  posted  himself  in  the 
passage  to  watch  the  place  whence  the  sound  had 
come.  After  waiting  for  some  time  he  took  a  short 
turn,  when  directly  his  footsteps  sounded  along  the 
passage  there  was  another  groan.  "  Ho  !  ho  !  old 
mate,"  he  muttered,  not  aware  that  Hamlet  had  used 
the  expression  before  him ;  "  groan  away  as  much  a/* 
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you  like,  you'll  find  it  a  tough  job  to  work  your 
way  through  the  hard  rock,  I  suspect,  and  I'm  not 
going  to  let  you  frighten  me  away  from  my  post,  let 
me  tell  you ;  the  pistol  has  got  a  bullet  in  it  this 
time,  understand." 

The  ghost  evidently  considered  discretion  the  best 
part  of  valour,  for  after  this  not  a  groan  or  any 
other  sound  was  heard.  Tom  watched  all  the  night, 
hoping  that  somebody  or  something  might  appear, 
that  he  might  get  a  shot  at  it;  but  not  even  a 
mouse  crept  out  of  its  hole,  nor  were  the  inmates  of 
the  Tower  again  disturbed.  Everybody  was  on  foot 
at  an  early  hour,  and  the  old  Tower  was  thoroughly 
examined  inside  and  out,  but  no  possible  way  by 
which  the  visitors  could  have  entered  could  be  dis- 
covered. 

Tom's  account  of  his  having  seen  a  light  and 
heard  a  groan  was  disbelieved ;  it  was  thought  that 
his  imagination  had  deceived  him.  "  Maybe  it  did," 
muttered  Tom  to  himself,  "  howsomdever,  I'll  keep 
a  bright  look-out  thereabouts,  and  I've  a  notion  that 
some  day  I'll  catch  the  mole  coming  out  of  his 
hole." 

The  next  day  the  inspecting  commander  of  the 
coastguard,  and  another  magistrate  and  two  more 
lieutenants  arrived,  and  a  grand  consultation  was 
held.      Plans  were  resolved  on  by  which  it  was 
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hoped  that  the  smugglers  -would  be  completely  put 
down.  It  did  not  occur  to  them,  possibly,  that  while 
the  temptation  to  smuggling  was  so  great  that  would 
be  a  very  difl&eult  matter. 

Margery  had  never  seen  so  many  people  at  the 
Tower  before,  but  she  acted  with  as  much  propriety 
as  if  she  were  every  day  accustomed  to  receive  guests. 

It  was  supposed  at  length  that  the  anger  of  the 
smugglers  against  Blind  Peter  would  have  passed 
away ;  and  at  all  events,  as  he  could  not  for  ever  be 
kept  a  prisoner,  he  begged  that  lie  might  be  allowed 
to  go  out  again  with  his  faithful  dog  Trusty. 
"  There  is  One  watches  over  me  and  takes  care  of 
me,  and  He  has  sent  that  good  dog  and  given  him 
sense  to  guide  my  steps,  and  so  I  trust  in  Him  and 
do  not  fear  what  can  happen  to  me,"  he  observed, 
when  one  morning,  not  without  Captain  and  Mrs. 
Askew  feeling  some  misgivings,  he  went  forth 
from  the  Tower.  He  had,  as  usual,  his  pack  on  his 
back  and  his  staff  in  his  hand,  as  he  wound  his  way 
down  the  hill  to  the  hamlet  on  the  seashore.  As  it 
was  not  his  custom  to  tell  the  people  whence  he  had 
last  come,  they,  naturally  supposing  that  he  had  been 
at  a  distance,  asked  him  if  he  had  heard  of  the  awful 
doings  up  at  the  Tower  since  he  had  last  been  there  ? 
"  What  are  they,  Maggy  Scuttle  ? "  he  incLuired  of  the 
old  woman  who  asked  the  question. 
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"  Terrible !  Peter,  terrible  ! "  she  answered,  shaking 
her  head  ;  "  not  but  what  the  cai^tain  is  a  good  man, 
and  a  charitable  man,  and  a  kind  man ;  that  I'll 
allow.  He  comes  down  here  and  reads  to  us  out  of 
a  book,  and  preaches  to  us,  and  talks  to  us  about 
our  souls ;  but  do  all  he  can,  he  can't  keep  the  devil 
out  of  his  house.  It's  haunted ;  no  doubt  about  that. 
They  say  that  ghosts  and  hobgoblins,  and  all  sorts 
of  bad  spirits  go  wandering  up  and  down  night  after 
night,  and  won't  let  the  people  in  the  Tower  sleep. 
It's  believed  that  the  captain  is  so  vexed  that  he'll 
give  up  the  Tower  and  go  away,  and  'twill  then 
soon  turn  back  into  the  ruin  it  was  when  he  came 
to  it." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Peter,  "  he's  a  good  customer  of 
mine  and  a  good  neighbour  to  you,  and  so  we  shall 
both  be  the  losers ;  and  as  for  the  ghosts,  he's  not  a 
man  to  be  frightened  by  such  nonsense.  I  don't 
believe  in  ghosts,  and  I'll  tell  you  why — I  couldn't 
see  them  in  the  first  place;  I  couldn't  feel  them, 
because  they  are  spirits ;  and  if  they  are  spirits,  I 
couldn't  hear  them,  because,  do  ye  see,  spirits 
liaven't  got  the  power  of  speaking ;  they've  no 
throat  nor  lungs,  nor  tongue,  nor  lips.  I've  thought 
of  these  things  as  I  go  along  on  my  solitary  way 
M'itli  my  good  dog  Trusty  to  guide  me,  for  there  is 
nothing  to  draw  off  my  thoughts  such  as  those  who 


DICK  HERRING  AND  DAME  SCUTTLE.    2S1 

can  see  have,  by  what  is  passing  around.  My  idea 
is  this — that  God  made  everything  in  order,  and 
keeps  everything  that  He  alone  has  to  do  with  in 
order — though  He  leaves  man  free  to  do  what  he 
likes — be  it  good  or  evil.  N'ow  God  alone  can  have 
to  do  with  spirits  or  ghosts,  and  I'm  very  sure  that 
He  wouldn't  let  them  play  the  pranks  and  foolish 
tricks  aU  the  ghosts  or  spirits  or  hobgoblins,  and 
such  like  things  I've  ever  heard  of,  are  said  to  have 
played.  I've  never  yet  met  a  man  who  has  seen  a 
ghost;  and  what's  more,  I'm  very  certain  that  I 
never  shall." 

"  What  do  the  people  up  at  the  Tower  say  to  the 
ghosts,  which  have  been  appearing  there  night  after 
night  I'm  told  ? "  asked  Dick  Herring,  who  had  the 
moment  before  walked  into  old  dame  Scuttle's,  but 
unseen  by  Peter. 

"  They  say.  Master  Herring,  that  the  ghosts  are 
clever  ghosts  to  get  into  the  Tower  as  they  did ;  but 
they  are  not  so  clever  as  they  fancy  themselves,  and 
that  if  they  don't  look  sharp  they'll  be  trapped  one 
of  these  days.  You've  seen  a  mole-trap.  Master 
Herring,  such  as  the  farmers  use — when  the  mole  is 
caught  the  end  of  the  stick  flies  up  with  him,  and 
there  he  hangs  dangling  in  the  air.  Perhaps  your 
ghosts  wouldn't  approve  of  a  fate  Hke  that !" 

"  I  don't  see  what  you're  driving  at,  Master  Peter," 
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answered  Dick  Herring,  in  a  growling,  displeased 
tone ;  "  but  I'll  tell  you  what,  those  who  know  more 
than  they  ought  to  know  are  likely  to  come  to  grief 
some  day." 

"  Maybe,  Dick,  if  they  make  a  bad  use  of  what 
they  know,"  said  the  blind  man,  turning  his  face 
towards  the  smuggler ;  "  and  I  have  something  to 
tell  you — there  is  One  who  watches  over  the  poor 
blind  man,  who  puts  his  trust  in  Him ;  and  He  is 
able  to  keep  him  from  all  harm." 

"  That's  what  you  say.  Master  Peter,  you'll  have 
to  prove  it  some  day,  maybe,"  growled  out  the 
smuggler,  anxious,  however,  to  change  the  subject  of 
conversation. 

"  I  have  proved  it,"  answered  Peter,  with  a  firm 
voice ;  "  and  now  good-bye,  Dick,  I  must  be  round 
aaid  see  who  wants  anything  from  my  pack." 

And  the  blind  man  went  fearlessly  on  his  way, 
showing  that  the  confidence  he  spoke  of  in  God's 
protecting  providence  was  real,  and  not  assumed. 

The  subject  of  the  ghosts  had  by  this  time  pretty 
well  been  dropped  by  the  inmates  of  the  Tower, 
although  it  was  still  a  matter  of  wonder  how  they, 
or  rather  the  people  who  acted  them,  could  have  got 
inside.  Stephen  had  come  over  again  to  see  them.. 
attended  by  a  groom,  for  he  was  not  allowed  to  ride 
about  by  himself.     He  said  that  he  must  go  back 
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early ;  indeed,  it  was  clear  that  nothing  would  tempt 
him  to  spend  a  night  in  the  Tower — and  he  won- 
dered how  Charley  Blount  could  venture  to  sleep  on 
by  himseK  after  the  dreadful  sights  he  had  seen. 
"  I  never  have  found  that  sights  or  sounds  could  do 
a  man  any  harm,  and  so  I  do  not  mind  them  any 
more  than  the  Scotch  Quaker,  who,  when  a  fellow 
was  one  day  abusing  him,  observed  quietly,  'Say 
what  ye  like,  friend,  with  your  tongue,  but  dinna 
touch  me/  If  the  ghost  had  come  with  a  dagger,  or 
pistol,  or  bowl  of  poison,  I  should  have  had  good 
reason  for  wishing  him  to  keep  his  distance." 

"  Oh  !  Charley,  you  are  so  fool-hardy,"  drawled 
out  Stephen ;  "  I,  for  my  part,  don't  see  any  fun  in 
trifling  with  such  serious  matters." 

Charley  Blount  burst  out  into  a  hearty  fit  of 
laughter.  "  Why,  Stephen,  I  thought  from  what  I 
have  heard,  that  you  were  more  of  a  man  than  to 
lielieve  in  such  nonsense,"  he  exclaimed. 

"  "\\Tiat  is  it  that  you  have  heard  that  makes  you 
think  so?"  asked  Stephen. 

That  you  were  going  to  persuade  your  father  to 
let  you  go  to  the  South  Seas,  that  you  might  try 
and  find  out  what  has  become  of  Jack  Askew." 

"  Yes,  I  know  that  is  what  I  thought  of  doing," 
answered  Stephen ;  "  that  is  to  say,  ^Margery  wished 
me  to  go ;  but,  in  the  first  place,  I  know  that  ray 
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father  would't  let  me  go ;  and  in  the  second,  I  don't 
think  that  I  should  like  the  sea,  and  my  health 
wouldn't  stand  it,  and  altogether  I  have  made  up  my 
mind  not  to  go." 

"  Have  you  told  Margery  this  ? "  asked  Charley 
"  at  present  she  fully  believes  that  you  are  going, 
and  that  you  are  certain  to  find  her  brother  alive  in 
some  desert  island,  like  that  Eobinson  Crusoe  lived 
in  ;  as  you  knew  him  so  well,  she  thinks  that  you 
are  more  likely  than  any  one  else  to  find  him  out." 

"  Oh  !  that  is  a  mere  fancy  of  Margery's,"  an- 
swered Stephen,  in  a  tone  which  showed  great  in- 
difference to  the  subject.  "It  is  a  hundred  to  one 
that  Jack  is  alive,  in  the  first  j)lace,  and  "equally 
unlikely  that  I  should  stumble  on  him,  even  if  he 
is.  The  captain  does  not  think  so,  or  he  would  go 
out  himself,  or  send  out,  I  should  think." 

"  As  to  that  I  do  not  know,  but  I  do  know  that 
yoii  ought  to  tell  Margery ;  at  least,  I  know  that  I 
would,  if  I  had  made  up  my  mind  as  you  seem  to 
have  done." 

"You  had  better  go,  then,  instead  of  me,  if  you 
tliink  so  favourably  of  the  little  girl's  wild  scheme," 
said  Stephen,  in  a  sneering  tone,  which  somewhat 
tried  Charley's  temper. 

"  She  has  not  asked  me,"  lie  answered ;  "  it  would 
make  them  all  very  liappy  if  Jack  was  to  be  found. 
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and  I  should  think  no  trouble  too  great  if  I  could 
bring  him  back,  that  is  all  I  say." 

"  Oh !  you  are  very  generous,"  sneered  Stephen, 
who  would  have  been  very  glad  to  please  Margery, 
if  he  could  have  done  so  without  any  risk  or  trouble 
to  himself. 

There  are  a  good  many  people  in  the  world  of 
similar  character:  the  test  of  love  or  friendship  is 
the  amount  of  self-sacrifice  which  a  person  is  ready 
to  make  for  the  object  of  his  regard.  Stephen  had 
at  length,  at  Charley's  instigation,  to  confess  to 
Margerj'^  that  he  had  no  intention  of  becoming  a 
sailor  for  the  sake  of  trying  to  find  Jack.  Her 
countenance  expressed  as  much  scorn  as  its  sweet- 
ness would  allow,  as  she  answered,  "  Oh !  I  feared 
that  you  did  not  care  for  him,  and  am  certain  that 
you  do  not  care  for  me.  Here  is  the  book  you  were 
polite  enough  to  lend  me,  and  I  suppose  that  you 
will  not  very  often  come  over  to  the  Tower,  as  we 
shall  have  no  longer  that  subject  to  talk  about." 

Stephen  could  say  nothing,  but  looked  very 
sheepish,  and  soon  afterwards  ordered  his  horse  and 
rode  homewards. 

The  next  morning  the  family  assembled  in  the 
breakfast-room  for  prayers;  but  Margeiy,  usually 
the  first  on  foot,  had  not  made  her  appearance.  She 
slept  in  a  little  room  on  the  first  floor,  with  a  window 
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looking  out  over  the  sea ;  it  was  prettily  papered, 
and  had  white  dimity  curtains,  and  everything  in  it 
looked  fresh  and  nice,  like  herself.  Charley  ran  up 
and  knocked  at  the  door,  but  got  no  answer ;  then 
Becky  went  to  the  room,  the  door  was  not  locked, 
and  her  heart  sank  with  an  undefined  alarm  when 
she  found  the  room  empty.  She  scarcely  dared  to 
return  to  the  breakfast-room  to  tell  Captain  and 
Mrs.  Askew,  fearful  of  the  effect  the  announcement 
might  have  on  her  mistress.  She  hunted  about  the 
room.  The  little  girl  had  slept  in  the  bed,  but 
neither  her  night  things  nor  her  day  clothing  were 
there.  Several  other  articles  appeared  to  have  been 
removed  from  the  room.  Becky  had  an  observant 
eye,  and  quickly  discovered  this ;  otherwise  she 
might  have  supposed  that  she  had  merely  gone  out 
unobserved  to  take  a  morning  walk.  As  to  her 
liavmg  gone  away  of  her  own  accord,  without  saying 
anything  to  her  father  and  mother,  or  allowing  even 
a  suspicion  that  any  plan  was  running  in  her  head, 
that  was  so  unlike  dear  little,  loving,  tender-hearted 
]\Iiss  Margery  that  Becky  dismissed  the  notion  as 
altogether  improbable;  but  tlien  again,  how  could 
anybody  have  got  into  the  house  to  carry  her  off? 
Poor  Becky,  with  grief  and  perplexity,  would  have 
sat  down  on  the  bed  and  cried  her  eyes  out,  but  she 
felt  conscious  that  the  so  doins  would  not  assist  in 
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discovering  what  had  become  of  Mai-gery;  so  at 
length,  mustering  courage  for  announcing  what  she 
would,  she  told  Tom,  rather  have  cut  out  her  tongue 
than  have  had  to  do,  she  slowly  returned  to  the 
breakfast-room.  Her  prolonged  absence  had  pro- 
duced some  anxiety,  and  she  met  Mrs.  Askew 
coming  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  Becky's  face 
alarmed  her. 

"  Is  my  child  ill  ?  is  she  dead  ?  oh !  speak — speak 
— tell  me  the  worst,"  she  exclaimed. 

"  Oh !  don't  take  on  so,  marm,  Miss  Margery 
isn't  ill,  and  she  isn't  dead,  that  I  know  on;  but,  oh 
dear!  marm,  she  isn't  there,"  she  answered,  bursting 
into  tears.  It  is  needless  further  to  describe  the 
sorrow  and  consternation  which  everybody  in  the 
house  felt  when  this  fact  became  known,  and  very 
soon  it  was  ascertained  to  be  a  fact,  for,  hunting 
high  and  hunting  low,  not  a  trace  of  dear  little 
Margery  could  be  discovered. 
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CHAPTEE  VII 

IHE    SEARCU   rOB,  MAllGEllY — THE    SLIPPER — THE    VAULT — TOM 
AND    CHARLEY    DISAPPEAR. 

CAPTAIN  ASKEW  was  a  man  of  action, 
and,  while  the  search  for  Margery  was 
being  carried  on  in  the  Tower,  he  hurried 
down  to  the  hamlet,  to  ascertain  if  she  had  been 
seen  by  any  one  there,  or  if  any  one  could  give  him 
any  clue  by  which  to  trace  her.  He  went,  in  the 
first  place,  to  Dick  Herring's  cottage,  for  though  of 
late  Dick  had  always  met  him  with  a  sulky,  surly 
expression  on  his  countenance,  they  were  once  good 
friends,  and  he  thought  that  under  the  present  cir- 
cumstances the  heart  of  even  the  rough  smuggler 
would  be  softened  ;  but  Dick  was  away,  and  Susan, 
his  wife,  said  that  she  did  not  know  when  he  would 
return — she  never  did  know.  Their  daughter  Poll}', 
whom  he  met  biinging  in  a  bucket  of  fresh  water 
from  the  neighbouring  spring,  also  said  that  she  had 
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not  seen  Miss  Margery,  though  the  captain  fancied 
that  there  was  an  odd  expression  on  her  coun- 
tenance when  she  spoke.  He  therefore  cross-ques- 
tioned her,  but  not  a  word  to  show  that  she  coidd 
even  guess  what  had  become  of  ^Margery  could  he 
elicit.  He  next  went  to  Molly  Scuttle's  cottage, 
but  the  old  woman  could  give  him  no  information  ; 
she  could  only  suggest  that  the  ghosts  must  to  a 
certainty  have  had  something  to  do  with  it.  Wlien 
he  replied  that  he  did  not  believe  in  such  things, 
answered  that  they  had  evidently  carried  off  his 
daughter  to  punish  him  for  his  incredulity,  and  to 
prove  their  existence  to  him.  He  hurried  round 
from  cottage  to  cottage,  but  the  people  only  opened 
their  eyes  and  mouths  wide  with  astonishment,  and 
gave  him  no  information  likely  to  be  of  the  slighest 
use.  Disappointed,  he  returned  to  the  Tower.  There 
the  search  had  continued  with  unabated  diligence ; 
Tom  had  made  a  discovery,  but  it  seemed  doubtful 
to  what  it  would  lead.  He  had  found  one  of  the 
little  girl's  slippers  in  the  dark  passage  on  the 
ground-floor,  near  the  spot  where  he  had  fancied 
that  he  had  seen  the  light  and  heard  the  groan  on 
the  memorable  night  when  the  pretended  ghosts  had 
appeared.  How  it  had  come  there,  however,  was 
the  question.  He  carried  it  to  Becky  to  consult 
with  her  on  the  subject.  It  was  not  likely  to  have 
u 
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been  dropped  by  Margery,  because  had  she  been 
walking  she  would  naturally  have  stopped  to  put  it 
on  again.  Indeed  it  was  absurd  to  suppose  that  she 
had  run  away  of  her  own  free  will ;  it  therefore 
seemed  most  probable  that  she  had  been  carried 
along  by  some  one,  and  that  her  slipper  had  fallen 
off  unobserved.  Still  the  questions,  how  those  who 
had  committed  the  outrage  had  got  into  the  house, 
and  how  they  had  got  out  again,  remained  un- 
answered. Becky  could  solve  neither.  She  was  of 
opinion,  "though  she  would  not  like  to  tell  the 
captain  or  the  missus,  that  the  ghosteses  had  done 
it,  and  that  they  hadn't  got  in  by  either  of  the  doors 
or  windows,  but  somehow  or  other  out  of  the 
ground,  for  that's  where  them  things,  I  have  heard 
say,  always  comes  from ;  but  it's  dreadful  to  think 
that  poor,  dear,  sweet  Miss  Margery  should  have 
been  carried  off  into  such  a  place  as  they  lives  in," 
she  observed  to  Tom  in  a  low  voice. 

"That's  all  nonsense,  Becky,"  responded  Tom. 
"  The  captain  says  as  how  there's  no  such  things  as 
ghosteses,  and  therefore  it's  my  belief  that  there 
isn't;  besides,  don't  you  know  that  this  here  old 
Tower  stands  on  the  solid  rock?  Why  there  isn't 
fin  inch  of  ground  all  round  it,  into  which  I  could 
run  a  spade  if  I  tried  ever  so  much,  and  I  should 
like  to  eee    the   ghost  who   could  work  his  way 
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through  that :  it's  all  very  well  for  them  as  is  put 
under  the  soft  black  mould  of  a  churchyard,  of 
course,  if  they  has  a  mind  to  take  a  turn  or  two 
about  the  world  at  midnight,  there'd  be  nothing  to 
prevent  them  that  I  sees,  except  that  the  captain 
says  it's  impossible." 

"  Oh,  dear !  Tom,  don't  go  on  to  talk  in  that  way ; 
it  makes  me  all  over  in  a  cold  shiver  to  think  what 
has  become  of  poor  dear  Miss  Margery." 

Neither  Tom  nor  Becky  were  possessed  of  any 
education  of  the  most  ordinary  sort,  so  they  may  be 
excused  talking  the  nonsense  to  which  it  must  be 
confessed  they  gave  utterance  on  the  subject.  Poor 
Mrs.  Askew  was  bewildered  with  grief  and  dismay 
and  anxiety  as  to  what  had  become  of  her  beloved 
child.  Charley  could  not  believe  that  Margery 
would  be  guilty  of  any  foolish  act,  yet  when  he 
remembered  her  conversation  in  the  morning  with 
Stephen  about  going  to  look  for  her  brother  in  the 
South  Seas,  and  her  indignation  on  finding  that  he 
would  not  go,  he  thought  it  just  possible  that  she 
might  have  set  off  by  herself  with  some  wild  scheme 
of  the  sort  in  her  head ;  and  yet  such  a  proceeding 
was  so  unlike  herself  that  he  dismissed  the  idea  as 
soon  as  he  had  conceived  it,  and  did  not  even  mention 
it  to  Captain  Askew.  If  she  had  gone,  it  was  not 
likely  that  she  would  get  far  without  being   dis- 
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covered,  and  they  would  soon  hear  of  her.  Although 
Captain  Askew  was  himself  a  magistrate,  it  was 
necessary  to  give  information  of  the  strange  event  to 
Mr,  Ludlow,  that  he  might  assist  in  discovering  the 
perpetrators  of  the  outrage,  and  Charley  Blount 
volunteered  to  go  over  to  the  Hall  for  that  object. 
Some  time  had  already  been  spent  in  fruitless  search, 
so  Charley,  after  he  had  snatched  a  hurried  break- 
fast, set  off  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him.  He 
was  a  good  runner  at  all  times,  but  on  the  present 
occasion,  believing  that  the  faster  he  went  the 
sooner  dear  little  Margery  might  be  recovered,  he 
ran  as  he  had  never  before  run  in  his  life.  Had 
he  been  dilatory  he  might  never  have  reached 
the  Hall  at  all,  for  those  who  were  on  the  watch 
for  any  one  leaving  the  Tower,  believing  that  he 
would  have  gone  at  an  ordinary  speed,  happily 
missed  him. 

Mr.  Ludlow  was  highly  indignant  at  what  he 
heard,  and  sorry  too,  for  even  he  admired  little 
Margery,  and  he  at  once  proposed  sending  to  London 
for  a  detective  officer.  "  One  of  those  sharp-witted 
gentlemen  is  far  more  likely  than  are  we  thick- 
headed country-folks  to  discover  how  the  little  girl 
has  been  spirited  away,"  he  observed.  "Of  one 
thing  I  am  certain,  that  the  smugglers  are  at  the 
bottom  of  it,  and  of  another,  that  if  they  have  not  a 
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confederate  in  the  house — and  old  Tom  and  Becky- 
look  honest  enough — ^they  have  the  means  of  getting 
in  unknown  to  us.  I  will  write  for  the  ofi&cer,  and 
then  you  and  Stephen  shall  ride  over  with  me  and 
we  will  look  into  the  matter," 

Captain  Askew  was  very  grateful  to  Mr.  Ludlow 
for  coming  over  so  speedily,  but  though  they  again 
made  a  thorough  examination,  as  they  supposed,  of 
the  whole  tower,  they  could  not  throw  any  fresh 
light  on  the  mysterious  subject. 

"  The  detective  officer,  when  he  arrives,  will  soon 
ferret  out  the  truth,  however,  depend  on  that," 
observed  Mr.  Ludlow,  as  he  and  Stephen  mounted 
their  horses  to  ride  back.  But  neither  the  captain 
nor  Charley  were  inclined  to  wait  till  the  said 
detective  should  arrive  to  win  back  what  they 
valued  so  much.  Charley  thought  again  and  again 
over  the  subject,  and  talked  to  Tom  about  the  light, 
and  the  groan,  and  the  dear  little  slipper,  and 
suddenly  Tom  slapped  his  leg  and  said  that  he' 
remembered  when  the  Tower  was  being  put  in  order 
that  one  of  the  workmen  had  told  him  that  there 
was  a  vault  or  cellar  under  a  part  of  it,  from  which 
a  passage  was  said  to  lead  down  to  the  seashore. 
He  was  not  certain  whether  the  captain  had  heard 
the  account,  at  all  events  he  did  not  appear  to  have 
believed  it,  and  of  course  had  forgotten  it  altogether. 
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Tom  confessed  that  lie  was  very  stupid  not  to 
have  thought  of  it  before,  though  he  was  not  even 
then  much  inclined  to  believe  in  the  truth  of  the 
story. 

Charley  thought  differently,  and  resolved  at  once 
to  search  for  the  opening — if  such  existed — to  the 
vault.  He  charged  Tom  not  to  tell  the  captain,  as 
it  would  be  a  disappointment  to  hiui  should  they 
fail  to  make  the  discovery  they  hoped  for.  At  that 
very  juncture  blind  Peter,  having  heard  a  rumour 
of  the  supposed  abduction  of  Miss  Margery,  came 
to  the  Tower  to  learn  whether  or  not  the  story  waB 
true. 

Charley  immediately  took  him  into  his  counsels. 
Peter  thought  over  the  subject.  Yes,  he  had  heard 
the  account  of  the  vault  under  the  Tower,  and  Avhat 
was  more,  he  knew  an  old  mason  residing  about  two 
miles  off  who  had  worked  there,  and  who  was,  he 
rather  thought,  the  very  man  who  had  told  him  of 
it.  He  would  go  off  at  once  and  fetch  John  Trowel 
and  his  tools,  and  they  would  very  soon  burrow  into 
the  molehill  if  one  existed. 

Charley  and  Tom  occupied  the  time  of  Peter's 
absence  in  preparing  with  a  rope  and  a  lantern  to 
explore  the  cavern  they  hoped  to  find.  They  forgo' 
at  first  that  they  might  possibly  encounter  opposi- 
tion, as  it  was  certain  that  if  the  cavern  did  exist  it 
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had  had  occupants,  and  probably  had  still,  who 
would  not  welcome  any  intrusion  on  their  privacy. 
Charley,  however,  at  length  thought  of  this.  It  did 
not  for  a  moment  make  him  hesitate  about  carrying 
out  his  plans,  but  he  thought  that  it  would  be  wise 
to  provide  himseK  and  Tom  with  arms.  The  cap- 
tain had  a  brace  of  pistols  and  a  fowling-piece,  and 
Tom  had  an  old  French  cutlass  which  he  had  taken 
from  the  enemy,  and  treasured  as  a  trophy  of  his 
fighting  days.  Charley  at  once  went  up  to  the 
captain,  who  was  writing  to  the  officers  of  the  coast- 
guard, and  to  others  who  might  possibly  hear  some- 
thing of  his  little  girl.  "  Any  news  ?  any  news  ? " 
he  asked,  as  Charley  entered. 

"  No,  sir,  but  if  we  could  find  our  way  into  some 
of  the  smugglers'  hiding-places,  we  might  learn  more 
than  we  do  now,  and  as  I  would  rather  have  a 
weapon  in  my  hand  than  trust  to  my  fists  with 
such  gentry,  I  beg  that  you  will  lend  me  your  fire- 
arms." 

The  captain  made  no  answer,  but  pointed  to  them 
over  the  fireplace,  where  they  hung,  with  a  flask  of 
powder  and  a  bag  of  bullets. 

Charley  hurried  off  to  avoid  having  any  questions 
asked  him.  Tom  was  delighted  to  get  the  weapons, 
and  declared  that,  although  he  had  but  one  arm,  he 
could  use  his  cutlass  as  well  as  any  man.     He  then 
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put  on  a  belt  that  he  might  stick  a  pistol  in  it,  and 
advised  Charley  to  do  the  same,  that  he  might  hold 
the  gun  ready  for  iKse.  At  last  old  John  Trowel 
arrived  with  Peter.  He  remembered  perfectly  all 
about  the  vault,  had  once  been  down  it,  and  thought 
that  he  could  find  the  entrance  without  difficulty, 
though  it  had  been  been  blocked  up ;  but  as  to  a 
passage  leading  down  to  the  beach — of  that  he  could 
not  speak  with  any  certainty. 

"  No  time  is  to  be  lost,  though !  "  exclaimed  Tom, 
when  he  heard  this.  "  Come  along,  and  mind  you 
make  as  little  noise  as  possible." 

The  old  mason  went  at  once  up  to  the  very  spot 
where  Tom  had  seen  the  light,  and  he  began  imme- 
diately to  work  there,  scraping  away  the  mortar 
from  between  the  stones,  Charley  and  Tom  helping 
him,  while  blind  Peter  held  the  lantern.  They 
worked  on  patiently,  knowing  that  by  such  means 
people  have  frequently  let  themselves  out  through 
the  thick  walls  of  a  prison.  More  than  half-an-hour 
had  been  thus  employed  when  Charley  felt  the  stone 
on  which  he  stood  move ;  jumping  off  it,  with  but 
little  difficulty  he  lifted  it  up,  when  a  regular 
wooden  trapdoor  appeared  below.  This  it  was  soon 
found  was  made  to  open  downwards,  and  liow  t. 
force  it  open  without  making  a  noise  was  the 
q^uestion. 
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Again  Charley  liad  to  hurry  off  to  the  captain's 
room  to  borrow  a  centrepiece,  a  small  saw  and  a 
file,  and  by  labouring  with  these  steadily  the  bolt 
which  held  up  the  trap  was  cut  round,  and  Tom 
then  having  securely  fastened  a  rope  to  it,  the  trap 
was  noiselessly  lowered  and  a  dark  vault  appeared 
below.  There  could  now  be  little  doubt  by  which 
way  the  pretended  ghosts  had  foimd  their  way  into 
the  Tower.  On  a  lantern  being  lowered  a  ladder  was 
seen,  on  to  which  Charley  immediately  jumped,  and 
fearlessly  descended  into  the  vault.  As  a  sailor,  he 
knew  the  importance  of  securing  a  fresh  hold  before 
letting  go  of  the  first,  so  he  held  on  to  the  beam 
above  till  he  had  found  a  firm  rest  for  his  feet.  He 
thus  descended  for  a  considerable  depth,  while  Tom 
let  down  the  lantern  by  a  rope  that  he  might  see  the 
nature  of  the  place  into  which  he  had  got.  He  at 
length  reached  the  bottom,  and  taking  the  lantern 
from  the  end  of  the  rope,  commenced  an  examina- 
tion of  the  place  in  which  he  found  himself.  It  was 
a  large  roughly -hewn  vault,  which  looked  as  if  it 
had  been  the  quarry  from  whence  the  stone  with 
which  the  fortress  was  built  had  been  taken.  Around 
it  were  cells,  where  some  rusty  iron  bai-s  and  ring- 
bolts let  into  the  rock  showed  that  it  had  been  the 
prison  of  the  castle,  and  Charley  shuddered  as  he 
thought  of  the  imhappy  people  who  had  once  been 
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confined  there,  where  not  a  gleam  of  light  nor  the 
slightest  sound  could  pierce  through  the  solid 
rock.  As  soon  as  Tom  found  that  Charley  had 
reached  the  bottom,  he  also  descended — holding 
his  cutlass  in  his  teeth — as  actively  as  most  men 
could  have  done  with  two  hands.  Peter  and 
old  John  Trowel  were  directed  to  wait  ahove. 
Peter  said  that  from  his  aciteness  of  hearing  he 
should  be  able  to  judge  what  progress  they  were 
making,  and  to  let  Captain  Askew  know  where  they 
were  gone. 

Blind  Peter  and  old  John  waited  on  the  top  of 
the  ladder  leading  down  into  the  vault,  expecting 
the  return  of  Tom  or  Charley,  or  else  to  re- 
ceive some  signal  from  them  announcing  the  pro- 
gress they  had  made.  Peter  listened  attentively- 
"  I  hear  them  going  round  and  round  the  vault 
to  look  for  the  passage,"  he  observed  to  old 
John.  "  It  must  be  a  large  place,  larger  than  I 
thought  for,  and  they  don't  seem  to  be  able  to  find 
the  passage." 

"Maybe  there's  no  passage  to  find,"  said  John 
sagaciously. 

Still  they  did  not  come  back,  and  Peter  declared 
that  he  could  no  longer  hear  their  footsteps.  They 
waited  and  waited,  but  the  explorers  did  not  appear. 
Old  John  suggested  that  there  might  be  some  pit  or 
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hole  into  which  they  had  tumbled,  and  perhaps 
nothing  would  ever  again  be  heard  of  them ;  but  the 
idea  was  too  terrible  to  entertain,  for  Pet^r  had  a 
sincere  regard  for  Tom,  and  Charley's  blithe  voice 
and  kind  manners  had  won  his  heart.  They  ought 
at  once  to  have  gone  to  Captain  Askew,  and  pro- 
cured proper  assistance,  with  lights,  ropes,  and 
ladders.  Old  John  was  scarcely  able  to  descend  the 
ladder,  and  did  any  hole  exist,  the  blind  man  would 
most  probably  have  fallen  into  it.  Notwithstanding 
this  he  proposed  descending,  till  old  John  persuaded 
him  to  give  up  the  idea,  and  at  length,  when  it 
would  very  likely  be  too  late  to  save  the  lives  of  the 
explorers,  they  agreed  to  summon  the  captain 
Captain  Askew  could  scarcely  understand  the 
account  he  heard.  That  there  was  a  vault  under 
the  Tower  he  was  ready  to  believe,  as  he  now 
remembered  hearing  the  report  that  one  existed,  but 
that  his  young  friend  Charley  and  old  companion 
Tom  should  have  gone  into  it  and  been  irretrievably 
lost  he  would  not  believe.  He  would  immediately 
have  descended  himself  to  look  for  them,  but  that 
his  timber  toe  and  a  rickety  ladder  did  not  suit  each 
other.  He  considered  whom  he  could  summon  in 
the  village,  but  they  were  aU  more  or  less  connected 
with  the  smugglers.  He  however  determined  to  ask 
the  assistance   of  some   of   the   most  trustworthy 
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among  them.  He  took  his  hat  and  was  hurrying 
down  the  hill  when  he  met  one  of  the  men  of  the 
Ksoastguard  going  his  rounds.  He  at  once  agreed  to 
accompany  the  captain,  but  said  that  by  the  delay 
of  twenty  minutes  or  so  he  could  obtain  the  assist- 
ance of  two  or  three  of  his  mates,  and  as  he  could 
be  of  little  use  by  himself,  the  captain  begged  him 
to  get  them  as  soon  as  possible. 

The  captain  then  went  back  to  the  Tower,  and 
found  blind  Peter  and  old  John  waiting  at  the  trap- 
door. They  had  heard  sounds,  they  said,  but  had 
got  no  answer  to  their  shouts.  In  vain  the  captain 
also  hailed  as  a  sailor  alone  can,  though  his  voice 
had  perhaps  lost  something  of  its  strength.  All 
remained  silent  below,  and  his  fears  for  the  safety  of 
his  friends  increased  to  a  painful  degree.  At  last 
the  coastguard  men  arrived — stout  fellows,  well 
armed — with  their  lanterns  and  ropes;  they  were 
not  likely  to  be  baffled  in  the  search.  As,  however, 
they  stood  over  the  entrance  of  the  dark  abyss,  the 
countenances  of  most  of  the  party  turned  pale. 
They  were  ready  to  face  smugglers  or  pirates, 
Eussians,  Frenchmen,  Turks,  or  savages  of  every 
description,  all  the  enemies  of  their  country;  but 
they  had  heard  of  the  Tower  being  haunted,  and 
suppose  any  of  the  ghosts,  or  spirits,  or  imps,  who 
frequented  the  spot,  should  start  up  and   confront 
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them !  The  captain  saw  what  they  were  thinking 
ahout.  Following  the  system  he  had  always  adopted 
where  danger  was  to  be  incurred,  he  exclaimed, 
''  Lower  me  down  first,  my  lads,  I'll  see  what  is  to 
be  seen."  Suiting  the  action  to  the  word  he  fastened 
a  rope  round  his  waist,  and,  with  the  help  of  it  and 
the  ladder,  soon  reached  the  bottom.  The  men  now 
followed  without  hesitation,  the  captain  leading  the 
way,  and  looking  round  and  round  the  vault.  "  It 
is  very  extraordinary,"  he  exclaimed  at  length.  "  I 
can  scarcely  believe  that  they  came  down  here,  there 
is  no  hole  into  which  they  could  have  fallen,  no 
outlet  through  which  they  could  have  passed." 

"  It's  vary  terrible,  vary  terrible  indeed,  sir,"  said 
Sandy  Macgregor,  an  old  Scotchman  and  the  chief 
boatman.  "  It's  the  spirits  or  the  bogies  ha'  carried 
them  off,  there's  na  doubt  about  that,  and  it's  only 
to  be  hoped  that  they'll  na  come  and  carry  us 
awa'  too." 

The  fear  thus  expressed  very  soon  communicated 
itself  to  the  other  men,  and  had  a  rat  started  up, 
although  they  would  not  have  deserted  the  captain, 
their  knees  would  certainly  have  shaken  as  they  had 
never  done  in  the  presence  of  a  mortal  foe. 

"  Nonsense,  my  man,"  exclaimed  Captain  Askew. 
"There  are  no  spirits  in  this  vault  to  hurt  us,  and 
depend  on  it  if  our  friends  have  been  carried  away 
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spirits  have  had  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  still,  I  tell 
you,  I  cannot  account  for  it." 

It  was  indeed  strange.  Every  cell,  every  nook 
and  corner  was  examined.  The  sides  of  the  vault 
were  either  solid  rock  or  masonry.  There  was  no 
place  through  which  two  people  could  have  passed 
by  any  visible  means.  At  length,  most  unwillingly. 
Captain  Askew  told  the  men  that  he  should  return 
into  the  Tower.  The  order  was  obeyed  with  wonder- 
ful alacrity,  and  they  were  well  pleased  when  he 
told  them  that  he  would  be  the  last  man  up.  They 
were  all  soon  out  of  the  vault,  and  ready  to  assist 
him  up  in  the  way  he  had  gone  down.  He  had 
to  confess  himself  thoroughly  baffled.  When  he 
talked  the  subject  over  with  Mrs.  Askew,  they  could 
neither  of  them  account  for  the  way  in  which  their 
dear  child  had  been  so  cruelly  carried  off,  nor  how 
Tom  nor  Charley  had  disappeared,  and  yet  they 
were  fully  convinced  that  human  agency  alone  had 
been  at  work. 

Meantime  Becky  had  taken  charge  of  the  coast- 
guard men,  and  blind  Peter  and  John,  and  was  able, 
in  spite  of  her  grief,  to  serve  them  with  bread  and 
cheese  and  cider.  As  they  continued  to  discuss  the 
matter,  Peter  was  the  only  one  who  persisted  in 
asserting  that  human  agency  alone  had  been  em- 
ployed, while  Sandy  Macgregor  as  strongly  main- 
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tained  that  spirits  of  a  very  disreputable  nature  had 
a  finger  in  the  pie.  That,  however,  like  other 
matters  of  mystery,  was  one  day  to  receive  a  solu- 
tion. 
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CHAPTER  VIII.  . 

THE    SMURGLEK's     CAVE — TAKEN     CAPTIVB — A.    TEKBIBLB 
SITUATION. 

S  soon  as  Charley  was  joined  by  Tom,  he 
commenced  a  more  thorough  examination 
of  the  vault ;  but  no  outlets  could  they 
discover,  and  they  began  to  doubt  whether  their 
nocturnal  visitors  could  have  got  through  it  into  the 
Tower,  Could  there  be  another  passage  indepen- 
dent altogether  of  the  vault  ?  They  went  round  and 
round  and  could  find  no  door  or  trap,  or  opening  of 
any  sort. 

"  I  doubt  if  we  are  right,  after  all,"  observed 
Charley ;  "  we  must  try  and  find  some  other  way 
down — for  way  there  is,  of  that  I  am  certain." 

''  We  are  right ;  still,  though,"  answered  Tom, 
"  that  ladder  has  had  other  feet  on  it  of  late  besides 
ours ;  and  just  let  me  see  how  the  bolt  of  the  trap- 
door could  have  been  fastened  from  below  if  there 
wasn't  gome  one  to  do  it.     It  wasn't  the  ghosteses, 
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I  suppose,  Mister  Charles  ?  and  look  here — what's 
this  ? "  he  added,  as  stooping  down  he  picked  up 
another  small  slipper,  the  fellow  to  the  one  which 
was  known  to  be  ^largery's. 

The  sight  of  it  induced  Charley  to  renew  his 
search,  and  directly  afterwards  he  discovered  in  one 
of  the  cells  a  ring,  which  looked,  he  thought,  as  if  it 
was  intended  to  serve  as  a  handle  to  a  stone  door. 
He  pulled  it  with  all  his  strength,  and  slowly  turn- 
ing on  a  pair  of  heavy  rusty  hinges  it  opened,  and 
showed  a  flight  of  steps  cut  in  the  rock,  and  leading 
downwards. 

"  Come  along,"  he  whispered  to  Tom,  "  we  shall 
soon  solve  the  mystery." 

He  led,  Tom  following,  and  holding  the  lantern 
with  a  torch  ready  to  light  at  the  end  of  his  hook 
arm,  while  he  held  a  pistol  in  his  other  hand.  At 
first  they  descended  by  very  steep  steps  cut  in  the 
rock,  then  the  passage  was  almost  on  a  level  and 
turned  and  twisted  considerably,  showing  that  it  had 
been  formed  in  the  first  place  by  nature,  and  had 
been  simply  enlarged  by  the  hand  of  man. 

Charley  was,  however,  thinking  all  the  time  far 
more  of  little  Margery,  and  how  frightened  she  must 
have  been  when  earned  along  it,  than  of  the  way  in 
which  the  passage  had  been  formed.  He  was  ex- 
pecting also  every  instant  to  find  himself  confronted 
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by  a  number  of  fierce  smugglers,  who  would  naturally 
be  exasperated  at  having  their  long-concealed  haunt 
at  length  discovered.  There  could  be  no  longer  any 
doubt  as  to  who  represented  the  ghosts,  nor  how 
they  had  entered  the  Tower  and  so  speedily  dis- 
appeared. The  passage  was  somewhat  slippery  from 
the  moisture  which  here  and  there  trickled  through 
the  rock,  and  was  clearly  not  often  traversed,  which 
it  would  have  been  had  the  vault  above  been  used  as 
a  store-house. 

It  was  pretty  evident  from  the  words  the  smugglers 
had  used  that  their  object  was  to  get  rid  of  the  in- 
habitants of  the  Tower  that  they  might  occupy  the 
vaults  as  a  store-house,  and  have  free  egress  from  it 
for  their  goods.  They  had  probably  hoped,  could 
they  have  attained  their  object,  to  have  baffled  the 
revenue  officers  for  years  to  come.  They  must  have 
felt  that  they  had  been  completely  defeated,  and, 
either  in  revenge  or  in  the  hopes  of  making  some 
terms  with  Captain  Askew,  had  carried  off  Margery. 
Still,  Charley  could  not  believe,  that,  savage  and 
lawless  as  they  might  be,  they  would  wish  to  injure 
the  innocent  little  girl,  and  was  nearly  sure  that  he 
was  on  the  right  track  to  recover  her. 

Charley  now  proceeded  very  cautiously,  for  he 
thought  it  possible  that  the  passage  might  lead  to 
the  edge  of  a  precipice  to  be  descended  only  by  a 
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ladder,  and  an  incautious  step  in  advance  might  send 
liim  tumbling  headlong  down ;  and  he  had  the  sense 
to  know  that  people  even  when  engaged  in  the  best 
of  enterprises  must  guard  against  accidents  and 
failure,  and  that  they  have  no  right  to  expect  success 
unless  they  do  their  best  to  secure  it.  Tom  wanted 
to  lead,  but  Charley  would  not  let  him. 

"  Xo,"  he  answered,  "  make  fast  the  rope  you've 
got  round  my  waist,  then  if  I  slip  you'll  haul  me 
up." 

Tom  did  so,  and  they  once  more  advanced.  They 
had  gone  some  way  further  when  Charley  again 
stopped  and  listened.  He  heard  a  low,  murmuring 
sound — it  was  that  of  human  voices.  He  and  Tom 
crept  on  more  cautiously  than  ever.  A  gleam  of 
light  shone  on  them  as  if  through  a  crevice.  There 
was  evidently  either  a  door  or  a  curtain  hung  across 
the  passage.  This  would  enable  them  perhaps  to  see 
•what  was  going  on  within,  before  entering.  Shading 
their  lantern  and  making  as  little  noise  as  possible, 
they  got  close  up  to  what  seemed  to  be  a  door  or  a 
number  of  planks  nailed  together,  and  placed  so  as 
to  lean  against  the  entrance.  Charley  was  afraid 
that  while  searching  for  a  hole  to  look  through  he 
might  knock  it  over. 

At  length  he  found  a  chink  through  which  he 
could  look  into  what  appeared  to  be  a  cavern  of 
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some  size,  but  the  hole  allowed  him  the  command 
only  of  a  very  limited  range  of  vision.  In  front  of 
him  were  two  men  seated  on  casks  at  a  rough  table, 
made  apparently  of  pieces  of  wreck.  There  was  a 
lantern  on  the  table,  and  they  had  account-books  and 
some  piles  of  money,  with  a  bottle  or  two  and  some 
tin  mugs.  From  the  way  in  which  they  were  occu- 
pied, Charley  supposed  that  they  were  principal  men 
among  the  smugglers,  settling  their  accounts.  They 
were  both  strangers  to  him.  He  was  afraid  to  ask 
Tom  whether  he  knew  them,  for  fear  of  his  voice 
being  heard.  The  plan  he  at  once  formed  was  to 
rush  out  on  them,  seize  and  bind  them,  and  hold 
them  as  hostages  till  Margery  should  be  given  up ; 
for  it  did  not  occur  to  him  that  a  young  lad  like 
himself  and  a  one-armed  man  were  scarcely  likely  to 
overpower  two  stout,  hardy  ruffians  like  those  before 
him.  He  drew  Tom  back  a  little  distance  where  it 
was  safe  to  speak,  and  asked  him  if  he  would  make 
the  attempt.  The  old  sailor  was  ready  for  anything. 
It  would  certainly  be  a  grand  matter  to  capture  the 
leaders  of  the  gang.  He  only  wished  that  the  captain 
was  there  to  lead  them,  then  there  would  be  no  doubt 
about  it. 

Charley's  chief  anxiety  was  with  respect  to  Margery 
If  she  was  in  the  cavern,  and  any  of  their  pistols  were 
discharged,  she  might  be  hurt.     As  regarded  the  risk 
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he  and  Tom  ran,  he  did  not  reflect  a  moment.  The 
outlaws  were  to  be  captured,  and  he  had  undertaken 
the  task  of  seizing  them  if  he  could. 

"  Now,  Tom,  are  you  all  ready  ? "  he  asked ;  "  I 
will  take  the  man  on  the  right  side,  you  the  man  on 
the  left — knock  them  over  and  hold  oiu'  pistols  to 
their  heads,  while  we  march  them  up  the  passage 
into  the  Tower." 

"Yes,  I'm  ready,  Mr.  Charles,  answered  Tom. 
"  But  leave  the  gun  where  we  are,  it  will  be  only  in 
our  way,  and  111  stick  to  my  cutlass.  We  must  be 
sharp  about  it,  though,  for  they  don't  look  like 
fellows  who'd  stand  child's-play ;  and  yet  I've  known 
in  the  war  time,  two  staunch  fellows  take  a  ship  out 
of  the  hands  of  a  prize  crew  of  ten  men :  and  so  I 
don't  see  why  we  shouldn't  be  able  to  clap  into  bilboes 
two  big  ragamuffins  like  those  there.     Come  on  ! " 

The  hearts  of  the  bravest  must  beat  quick  when 
they  are  about  to  engage  in  a  desperate  struggle  with 
their  fellow  men.  Charley  Blount  felt  his  beat  a 
great  deal  quicker  than  usual  when  he  and  old  Tom 
were  about  to  rush  on  the  two  smugglers  in  the 
cavern,  and,  as  they  hoped,  overpower  them.  They 
got  close  up  to  the  door,  and  pressing  with  all  their 
might  against  the  upper  part,  sent  it  flat  down  before 
them  on  the  floor  of  the  cavern,  and  rushing  over  it 
threw  themselves  instantly  on  the  smugglers,  who. 
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astonished  at  the  sudden  noise,  had  not  time  to  rise 
from  their  seats  when  they  felt  their  throats  seized, 
and  saw  the  muzzles  of  a  brace  of  pistols  presented 
at  their  heads. 

Nothing  could  have  been  better  done,  and  the  two 
smugglers  would  have  been  made  prisoners,  but  at 
the  same  moment  a  dozen  stout  fellows,  who  had 
been  sleeping  round  the  cavern,  and  had  sprang  to 
their  feet  at  the  noise  of  the  falling  door,  came  round 
them ;  the  muzzles  of  the  pistols  were  knocked  up, 
Tom's  going  off  and  the  bullet  flattening  against  tlie 
roof  of  the  cavern,  and  they  found  their  arms  pinioned, 
and  instead  of  capturing  others  were  themselves 
made  captives.  Charley  felt  bitterly  disappointed 
and  crestfallen,  but  not  for  a  moment  forgetting  the 
object  of  his  expedition,  he  looked  round  the  cavern 
for  Margery.  She  was  not  to  be  seen.  "  Where  have 
you  carried  the  little  girl  to  ?  "  he  asked ;  "  we  came 
to  fetch  her.  You  had  no  business  to  carry  her  off. 
Take  her  back  to  her  father  and  mother,  and  you  may 
do  what  you  like  with  us." 

"  You  are  von  brave  young  rogue,  monjolie  gargun  I " 
exclaimed  the  man  (the  captain  of  a  French  lugger), 
whom  Charley  had  seized.  "You  have  no  fear,  it 
seems,  for  ghosts  nor  for  men ;  but  you  give  me  ^'on 
terrible  gripe  of  my  neck.  Ah,  vot  you  tink  we  do 
wid  you  ? " 
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"  I  don't  know,  and  don't  care,"  answered  Charley, 
recklessly ;  "  only  give  me  back  Miss  Margery — that's 
what  I  want." 

"  Ah !  is  it  ?  She  long  way  from  dis,  mon  gargon," 
said  the  captain,  in  a  mocking  tone ;  "  Vould  you 
like  go  see  her  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  would,"  answered  Charley ;  "  and  let  me 
tell  you  that  if  a  hair  of  her  head  has  been  injured, 
you  will  all  have  to  pay  dearly  for  it." 

"  Vary  well,  vaiy  well,"  said  the  Frenchman,  still 
mocking  at  Charley;  " Ve  vill  take  you  wid  us,  eh?" 

"  Come,  enough  of  this,  mounseer,"  growled  out  the 
other  man,  who  was  only  then  recovering  from  the 
effects  of  the  iron  grip  Tom  had  taken  of  his  throat. 
"  If  we  don't  look  out,  mates,  we  shall  have  a  whole 
gang  of  the  coastguard  down  on  us  while  we  stay 
chattering  here.  Just  settle  what's  to  be  done  with 
the  old  man  and  the  lad,  and  then  the  sooner  we  are 
away  from  here  the  better." 

"  Give  us  up  the  little  girl,  and  neither  coastguard 
nor  police  shall  molest  you  if  we  can  help  it,"  ex- 
claimed Charley. 

"  Then  no  one  is  following  you  ? "  asked  the  man. 

"  No,"  answered  Charley,  without  thinking  of  the 
consequences  of  his  reply. 

■'  Then  come  with  me,  lads,  and  we'll  stop  up  the 
entrance  to  our  burrow  in  a  way  which  will  give 
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plenty  of  work  to  any  one  to  find  it ! "  exclaimed  the 
man ;  "  but  we'll  put  irons  first  on  the  claws  of  this 
young  fighting-cock  and  his  companion." 

The  smugglers  were  deaf  to  all  Charley's  expos- 
tulations, and  he  and  Tom  speedily  found  their  hands 
in  heavy  manacles,  which  would  effectually  prevent 
them  from  making  their  escape.  Tom  did  not  at  first 
deign  even  to  speak,  but  now  lifting  up  his  manacled 
hands  he  exclaimed,  "Thank  ye,  mates,  for  these 
pretty  gloves ;  we  had  intended  to  put  your  hands 
into  some  like  them  before  the  night  is  over,  and  just 
let  me  advise  you,  or  you'll  be  caught  as  it  is." 

Charles  and  Tom  were  left  standing  by  themselves 
to  indulge  in  meditation,  while  one-half  of  the  smug- 
glers hurried  off  to  stop  the  entrance  to  the  passage, 
and  the  other  half  packed  up  the  goods  which  lay 
about  the  cavern,  ready  to  carry  them  off. 

Charley's  meditations  were  not  altogether  pleasant, 
but  though  grievously  disappointed  at  the  failure  of 
his  expedition,  he  kept  up  his  spirits  with  the  hope 
that  something  might  still  turn  up  to  enable  him 
either  to  see  Margeiy,  or  to  learn  where  she  was. 
He  was,  however,  greatly  concerned  with  the  thought 
of  the  additional  anxiety  Captain  and  Mrs.  Askew 
would  feel  when  he  and  Tom  did  not  return.  "  Of 
course  the  vault  will  be  explored,  and  if  the  smugglers 
stop  up  the  passage  as  they  intend  the  entrance  to  it 
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will  not  be  found,  and  no  one  will  be  able  to  guess 
what  has  become  of  us." 

The  smugglers  were  not  long  about  the  work,  and 
as  soon  as  they  returned  they  blindfolded  Charley's 
and  Tom's  eyes,  the  Captain  obser\dng  that  though 
they  had  found  their  way  into  the  cavern,  they  should 
not  be  able  to  boast  that  they  knew  their  way  out 
again.  Most  of  the  men  were  strangers,  and  by  their 
appearance  French;  but  Charley  thought  that  he 
recognized  the  countenances  of  a  few,  though  as  there 
was  but  a  dim  light  in  the  cavern,  and  they  kept  out 
of  his  way,  he  could  not  be  certain.  As  they  led 
him  along  he  heard  them  muttering  in  angry  tones, 
and,  as  he  thought,  consulting  what  they  should  do 
with  him  and  Tom, 

"  He  knows  too  much  already,"  said  one. 

'•  Dead  men  tell  no  tales,"  growled  another. 

"  A  slip  over  the  cliff— nothing  could  be  proved 
against  us,"  muttered  a  third. 

Similar  pleasant  remarks  continued  to  be  made 
while  he  was  led  up  and  down  passages,  and,  he 
was  convinced,  more  than  once  turned  completely 
round,  till  at  last  a  rope  was  fastened  round  his 
waist,  and  he  felt  himself  lowered  down  what  he 
concluded  was  the  side  of  a  cliff,  for  the  wind  blew 
strongly  against  him.  He  was  then  led  along  the 
beach  to  the  westward ;   this  he  knew  by  hearing 
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the  surf  beating  on  his  left  hand,  and  feeling  the 
wind  on  his  left  cheek.  He  heard  the  footsteps  of 
several  people,  but  he  could  not  ascertain  whether 
Tom  was  of  the  party,  and  he  began  to  be  afraid 
that  they  were  separated  from  each  other.  The 
way  was  very  rough,  and  he  had  great  difficulty  in 
keeping  his  feet.  The  wind  too  was  getting  up, 
and  he  heard  the  men  grumbling  at  having  to  lead 
him  along,  and  at  being  unable  to  embark;  from 
which  he  concluded  that  their  original  intention  had 
been  to  send  him  and  Tom  off  to  the  coast  of  France 
with  the  French  captain. 

After  going  a  considerable  distance,  the  wind  still 
increasing,  he  found  that  they  turned  inland  up  a 
steep  ravine.  He  was  now  in  a  part  of  the  country 
with  which  he  was  unacquainted,  he  supposed,  but 
still  he  endeavoured  to  remember  each  turn  he 
took,  that  if  necessary  he  might  be  able  to  retrace 
his  steps.  More  than  once,  as  he  went  along,  he 
thought  that  he  heard  Tom's  voice,  and  he  was 
about  to  shout  to  him,  but  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol 
pressed  against  his  cheek,  and  a  hint  from  a  gruff 
voice,  that  if  he  hallooed  his  brains  would  be  blown 
out,  warned  him  that  it  would  be  wiser  to  hold  his 
tongue. 

Poor  Charley  had  never  taken  so  unpleasant  a 
walk  in  his  life ;    he  had  attacked  the  smugglers 
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first  certainly,  and — though  he  did  not  know  it,  as 
he  had  no  warrant — in  an  illegal  manner,  and  they 
could  if  they  had  chosen  have  brought  an  action 
against  him  and  Tom  for  an  assault  and  battery; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  as  they  were  themselves 
engaged  in  illegal  transactions,  this  they  could  not 
venture  to  do,  as  it  would  have  brought  their  own 
misdeeds  to  light. 

On  the  party  went,  now  turning  rapidly  to  the 
right,  now  to  the  left,  till  Charley  felt  convinced 
that  they  were  attempting  to  mislead  him.  At  last, 
strong  as  he  was,  he  was  almost  ready  to  drop  with 
fatigue.  The  men  who  held  him  were  frequently 
changed,  as  if  they  too  were  knocked  up  with  their 
work.  Suddenly  they  stopped,  declaring  they  could 
go  no  further,  and  that  there  could  not  be  a  more 
convenient  place  for  getting  rid  of  their  prisoners. 

"  Heave  them  over  the  cliff ! "  said  one,  in  a  low, 
savage  tone.  "  The  water  is  deep,  and  they  will  be 
soon  washed  out  to  sea.' 

**  Not  so  certain  of  that,"  said  another ;  "  better 
make  some  stones  fast  to  their  feet  to  siak  them." 

"Just  to  prove  that  they  came  to  their  end  by 
foul  means ! "  observed  a  third  with  a  sneer.  "  Xo, 
no,  heave  'em  over  here,  theyTl  never  speak  again 
aft€r  they  reach  the  bottom,  and  no  one  will  be  able 
to  tell  but  what  they  fell  over  of  themselves. 
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This  agreeable  discussion  afforded  Charley  the 
first  intimation  that  old  Tom  was  near  him,  and 
directly  afterwards  he  heard  his  voice  saying,  "  Do 
what  you  like  with  me,  mates,  but  let  that  young 
lad  go  free.  How  would  you  like  to  have  one  of 
your  own  boys  or  young  brothers  treated  as  you 
threaten  to  treat  him  ?  There's  life  and  work  and 
happiness  in  him,  and  you'd  just  knock  it  all  to 
pieces  for  the  sake  of  a  paltry  revenge.  What  good 
can  killing  the  boy  do  to  any  of  you  ?  Why,  I'll  tell 
you — murder  will  out,  and  you'll  all  be  hanged, 
every  one  of  you." 

"  Hold  your  jaw!"  exclaimed  one  of  the  smugglers; 
"  we've  made  up  our  minds,  and  you'll  both  go  the 
same  way." 

Neither  Charley  nor  Tom  were  of  a  disposition  to 
beg  for  their  lives;  besides,  they  believed  that  if 
the  ruffians  had  determined  to  kill  them,  no  entreaties 
would  make  them  alter  their  minds.  Charley,  not 
to  lose  precious  time,  tried  to  prepare  himself  for 
death;  he  thought  of  the  sins  he  had  committed, 
and  endeavoured  to  repent  of  them ;  he  forgave  all 
his  enemies,  even  those  who  were  about  to  kill  him, 
and  then,  claiming  no  merit  for  anything  he  had 
ever  done,  he  cast  himself  at  the  feet  of  One  he 
knew  to  be  full  of  love,  and  mighty  to  save.  Such 
is  the  way  a  true  Christian  and  a  brave  man  would 
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prepare  himself  for  that  great  change  which  must 
come  on  all  of  us. 

"  Are  you  going  to  say  your  prayers,  young  man, 
before  we  heave  you  off?"  asked  a  smuggler,  in  a 
gruff  voice. 

"  I  have  said  them,  thank  you,"  answered  Charley, 
calmly.  "Tom,  have  you  said  yours?  Have  you 
made  your  peace  with  Heaven  in  the  only  way  it 
can  be  made  ? " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Charles,  I've  done  that  for  many  a  day. 
When  I  first  came  to  live  on  shore  with  the  captain, 
'  Tom,'  says  he,  '  we  must  aU  die,  and  as  we  know 
not  the  day  we  should  always  be  ready;'  so  he 
showed  me  the  way  to  be  ready,  and  I've  kept  ready 
ever  since," 

"Now,  friends,"  said  Tom,  addressing  the  smugglers, 
"  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ?  I've  again  to  teU  you 
that  you'll  gain  nothing  by  committing  a  cruel 
murder,  and  you'U  repent  of  it  as  long  as  you  live, 
and  longer,  far  longer." 

"  Stop  his  canting  mouth,  and  over  the  cliff  with 
him !  let  him  preach  to  the  lobsters  and  crabs  if 
he's  a  mind !  "  exclaimed  one  of  the  smugglers,  and 
others  joined  in  the  vindictive  cry, 

Charley  and  Tom  on  this  found  themselves  dragged 
along  by  the  shoulders  till  their  feet  were  over  the 
cliff. 
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"  Now,  over  with  them,  let  them  drop ! "  cried  one 
of  the  men. 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  another,  "  let  them  gtip  on 
to  the  edge  With  their  hands.  They'll  have  time  to 
think  about  that  where  they're  going,  and  pleasant 
thoughts  to  them  ! " 

This  last  sally  of  wit  produced  a  roar  of  laughter 
from  the  savage  smugglers  who,  passing  their  lives 
in  systematically  outraging  the  laws  of  their  country, 
seemed  no  longer  to  be  moved  by  any  of  the  better 
feelings  of  our  nature.  Still  Charley  and  Tom  felt 
grateful  for  the  few  moments  of  existence  allowed 
them,  and  clutched  the  edge  of  the  cliff  with  all 
the  energy  of  despair.  No  sooner  had  they  been 
lowered  into  their  perilous  position  than  they  heard 
the  smugglers,  with  heartless  indifference  to  the 
agony  they  were  suffering,  moving  off,  some  actually 
laughing,  as  if  enjoying  their  misery,  though  none 
of  them  apparently  were  so  utterly  inhuman  as  to 
wait  to  see  them  dashed  to  pieces  by  their  faU. 

Charley,  light  and  strong,  felt  that  he  could  hold 
on  for  some  time,  but  at  the  same  time  was  afraid  of 
struggling  and  endeavouring  to  get  iip  on  the  cliff 
lest  he  should  lose  his  gripe  altogether.  Tom  had 
stuck  his  hook  into  the  earth,  but  he  in  the  same 
way  knew  that  in  attempting  to  climb  up  on  to  the 
top  of  the  cliff,  he  might  slip,  and  fall  to  the  bottom. 


LEFT  HANGING  TO  THE  CLIFF.  319 

Their  hope  was  that  somebody  might  come  by  and 
help  them,  but  that  was  very  unlikely. 

"  Hold  on,  Mr.  Charles,  hold  on,  my  lad !  "  cried 
Tom.  "  If  I  could  but  just  get  the  point  of  a  rock 
to  put  my  knee  on,  I  would  soon  be  on  the  firm 
ground  and  have  you  safe  in  a  moment." 

"I'm  doing  my  best  to  hold  on,"  answered  Charley 
"  but  the  edge  is  terribly  crumbling  ;  I  would  make 
the  attempt  to  get  up,  but  I  am  nearly  certain  that 
I  should  fail." 

"  Then  don't  try,  Mr.  Charles,"  said  Tom,  "  I'll 
shout,  and  may  be  one  of  the  coastguard  men  or  some- 
body else  will  hear  us ;  Help,  ahoy  !  help  !  help 
ahoy ! "  he  shouted  in  a  voice  which  age  had  not 
weakened,  and  which  might  have  been  heard  nearly 
half  a  mile  off,  had  any  one  been  near  enough. 

Charley  then  joined  him  in  shouting,  but  no 
answer  came,  and  Charley  felt  as  a  person  does  in  a 
dreadful  dream,  every  instant  growing  weaker  and 
weaker. 

"Tom,  I  don't  think  that  I  can  hold  on  many 
seconds  longer,"  he  at  last  said ;  "  good-bye — I  must 
let  go — the  earth  is  crumbling  away — I  am  going — 
oh?" 

A.t  that  instant  Tom,  feeling  that  Charley's  safety 
depended  on  his  being  able  to  get  on  the  ground 
above,  made  a  desperate   effort — his  hook  became 
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loosened,  in  vain  he  tried  to  dig  his  fingers  into  the 
earth,  and  at  the  same  moment  that  Charley  gave  his 
last  despairing  cry  and  lost  his  hold  he  lost  his ;  down 
he  came,  but  not  as  he  expected,  on  the  hard  rock  a 
hundred  feet  below  him,  but  into  a  shallow  pool  not 
five  feet  from  where  he  had  been  so  Ions:  hanginsf. 

"  Why,  where  am  I  ?  "  exclaimed  Charley,  who,  at 
the  same  time,  had  lodged  safely  on  a  green  mound 
close  to  the  pool,  and  tearing  off  the  handkerchief 
from  his  eyes  he  looked  about  him ;  "  after  all,  those 
smugglers  are  not  so  bad  as  we  thought  them." 

"  We  are  at  the  bottom  of  a  chalk-pit,  Mr.  Charles," 
answered  Tom,  "  the  fellows  have  played  us  a  some- 
what scurvy  trick,  but  I  cannot  but  say  that  it  was 
better  than  sending  us  over  the  cliff  and  breaking  our 
necks  ;  howsomdever,  the  sooner  we  get  out  of  it  the 
better  as  I'm  wet  to  the  skin,  and  would  like  to  take 
a  brisk  walk  homeward  to  get  dry." 

A  bright  moon  was  shining,  though  obscured 
occasionally  by  the  fast  driving  clouds  which  came 
up  from  the  south-west,  and  by  its  light  they  had  no 
difficulty  in  clambering  out  of  the  pit.  They  were 
on  the  top  of  some  downs,  at  some  distance  from  the 
edge  of  the  cliff.  However,  they  could  see  the  now 
foam-covered  sea,  and  distinguish  vessels  far  off 
running  up  the  Channel  before  the  gale,  and  thus 
could  take  a  tolerably  direct  road  homeward,  though 
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neither  of  them  had  before  been  thus  far  from  the 
Tower.  They  hurried  on,  being  certain  that  the 
smugglers  could  not  leave  the  coast,  and  hoping  that 
even  if  one  could  be  captured  he  would  give  infor- 
mation where  Margery  was  to  be  found. 

"  Margery !  poor  dear  little  Margery,  she  to  be  all 
this  time  in  the  power  of  these  ruffians ! "  Charley 
kept  saying  to  himseK  as  he  and  Tom  hurried  on. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

A  FRIEND   IN  NEED — MAHGERY  ESCAPES — MAHGEKY's  MISSION. 

OM  and  Charley  had  gone  through  so  much 
that  they  could  not  calculate  at  all  what 
hour  of  the  night  it  then  was.  They  had 
not  noted  the  hour  when  they  commenced  their 
adventure,  but  remembered  that  it  was  then  daylight; 
they  had  had  no  dinner,  and  they  felt  very  hungry. 
They  were  hurrying  along  a  path  which  led  through 
a  hollow,  when  on  the  hill  above  them  they  saw  a 
female  figure.  She  stopped  and  looked  about,  either 
to  find  the  path  or  in  expectation  of  some  one.  What 
could  she  want  at  that  hour  of  tlio  night,  in  so  lone 
a  place  ?  They  were  under  the  shadow  of  a  stone 
wall,  and  she  evidently  did  not  see  them.  They 
hesitated  whether  to  remain  concealed,  as  it  occurred 
to  both  that  her  appearance  there  was  in  some  way 
or  other  connected  with  the  smugglers.  However, 
after  waiting  a  minute,  she  came  down  the  liiU  with 
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the  light  step  of  a  young  girl ;  when,  catching  sight  of 
them,  instead  of  retreating  she  came  boldly  forward. 
"  Oh,  Tom,  oh,  Mr.  Charles,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you 
all  right ! "  she  exclaimed,  as  she  got  near  enough  for 
them  to  recognize  the  features  of  Polly  Herring,  the 
smuggler's  daughter,  "  I  heard  that  sometliing 
dreadful  was  going  to  happen,  and  I  came  along  to 
try  and  stop  it." 

"  And  you  thought,  Polly,  that  your  father  was  in 
it,  and  may  be  James  Trevany,  and  you  did  not 
wish  them  to  get  into  trouble.  Was  not  that  it, 
PoUy  ? " 

"  Yes !  Tom,  that  was  one  reason,"  answered  the 
girl,  frankly ;  "  another  was  that  I  wanted  to  save 
you  and  Mister  Charles  from  coming  to  harm  ;  and 
now  I'll  ask  you,  if  father  or  James  get  into  trouble, 
to  speak  a  good  word  to  the  captain  to  help  them 
out  of  it." 

"  The  captain  is  a  just  man,  and  will  return  kind- 
ness with  kindness,  no  doubt  of  that,"  answered  Tom. 
"  But  I  say,  Polly,  if  any  one  can  find  out  where 
;Miss  Margery  is,  you  can,  for  I  am  as  certain  as  I 
stand  here  that  your  father,  or  James,  or  some  of 
your  friends,  had  a  hand  in  carrying  her  off.  Come, 
speak  the  truth,  girl ;  you'll  gain  more  by  helping  us 
to  find  her  than  by  any  other  way." 

"  Yes  !  it  was  a  cruel  shame  to  carry  her  away," 
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she  muttered,  in  a  low  voice ;  "  but  I  dare  not,  in- 
deed I  dare  not." 

"  Dare  not  do  what,  Polly  ? "  asked  Tom,  in  a 
soothing  tone. 

"  Tell  where  she  is,  or  help  you  to  get  her," 
answered  the  girl,  promptly. 

"  Then  you  do  know  where  she  is,  Polly,  and  may  be 
who  took  her  away,  and  all  about  her,"  said  Tom. 
"  Now  what  I've  got  to  say  is  this,  that  just  do  you 
do  what's  right,  and  never  do  you  fear  what  any  one 
can  do  to  you." 

The  girl  still  hesitated. 

"  Just  let  me  ask  you  a  question,  Polly,"  continued 
Tom.  "  Is  your  father  in  trouble,  or  James  ?  Tell 
me  that." 

"  Yes  !  the  revenue  men  have  got  some  informa- 
tion against  them,  and  are  after  them  both." 

"  Then  depend  on't,  Polly,  the  best  thing  for  them 
is  to  give  up  Miss  Margery  before  they  are  caught," 
said  Tom ;  "  they'll  gain  nothing  by  giving  her  up 
afterwards.  The  law  doesn't  make  terms  with 
people." 

"But  they're  terrible  people  who've  got  her." 
answered  Polly.  "  They'd  as  soon  shoot  you,  or  me, 
or  anybody,  as  look  at  us,  if  we  came  near  them." 

"We  don't  fear  terrible  men,"  said  Tom,  laughing; 
"just  do  you  put  us  in  the  way  of  getting  back  Miss 
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Margery,  and  we'll  say  as  many  good  words  as  we 
can  for  thy  father,  Polly,  and  for  James  too,  if  he 
needs  them." 

"  But  you'll  do  no  harm  to  those  who  have  got 
her,  and  all  you'll  say  is  that  Polly  Herring,  Dick 
Herring's  daughter,  helped  you  to  get  her  back,"  said 
the  girl,  in  a  tone  which  showed  that  she  still  feared 
the  consequences  of  what  she  was  about  to  do, 

Charley  had  not  before  spoken,  but  he  now 
thanked  her,  and  urged  her  to  lose  no  time  in  re- 
storing Margery  to  them. 

"  Come  on,  then,"  she  said,  in  a  firm  voice ;  "  it's  a 
long  way  from  here,  but  you  may  be  there  and  back 
at  the  Tower  with  the  little  girl  before  daybreak." 
These  words  made  Charley's  affectionate  heart  beat 
with  joy.  Polly  added,  however,  "  We  must  be 
careful,  though,  for  if  we  were  to  fall  in  with  any  of 
our  people  it  would  go  hard  with  you  and  me  too." 

Polly  had  well-knit  limbs,  and,  being  accustomed 
to  active  exercise,  led  the  way  at  a  rapid  rate.  She 
seemed  well  acquainted  with  the  road,  for  she  never 
stopped  or  hesitated  as  to  which  path  to  take,  and 
Charley  soon  totally  lost  the  direction  in  which  he 
was  going,  and  Tom  had  no  little  difficulty  in  keep- 
ing up  with  her. 

They  had  thus  gone  on  for  some  distance,  when 
Polly  stopped  and  stood  as  if  listening. 
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"  I  hear  some  coming ;  we  must  hide^  and  quick 
too,  for  if  they  are  those  I  fancy,  and  they  catch  us, 
our  lives  are  not  worth  much." 

A  high  bank  with  a  hedge  on  the  top  of  it 
was  on  one  side,  and  as  she  spoke  she  led  the  way 
through  a  gap,  and  the  adventurers  found  themselves 
perfectly  concealed  from  any  one  passing  along  the 
road.  Scarcely  had  they  got  behind  the  hedge,  when 
a  party  of  five  or  six  men  appeared,  tallcing  in  sub- 
dued tones,  but  high  enough  to  allow  some  of  their 
words  to  be  heard.  They  were  uttering  oaths  and 
breathing  vengeance  against  the  revenue  officers  and 
others,  by  whom  their  plans  had  been  defeated. 
From  the  mood  they  were  in,  Charley  felt  that  it 
would  have  been  very  impleasant  to  have  again 
encountered  them.  Polly  waited  for  some  time  be- 
fore she  ventm-ed  into  the  road,  and  then  she  led  on, 
without  speaking,  as  fast  as  ever.  The  ground  be- 
came very  rough,  and  they  went  up  and  down  hill 
till  the  sound  of  the  surf  told  that  they  were  once 
more  aj^proaching  the  sea. 

As  they  were  ascending  a  steep,  rocky  hill,  covered 
with  loose  stones,  a  light  appeared  before  them. 
They  crept  on  cautiously,  imitating  Polly's  way  of 
proceeding. 

"  They  have  taken  her  there,"  she  whispered, 
pointing  to   a   cottage,  the   dim   outline  of  which 
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could  be  seen.  "This  veiy  niglit,  if  the  weather 
had  been  fine,  they  ^YOuld  have  carried  her 
across  the  Channel.  There's  no  time  to  lose,  for 
they  won't  let  her  stay  long,  and  if  we  don't  get 
her  to-day,  to-morrow  she  may  be  far  off  from 
this." 

Again  she  moved  on,  tiU.  she  reached  a  low  stone 
wall,  which  formed  a  fence  to  the  garden  of  the 
house.  "Stay  still  as  death  here,"  she  whispered. 
"  There's  a  terrible  woman  lives  there.  If  she  was 
to  find  out  what  I  was  about  she'd  kill  me  though 
I  am  her  own  flesh  and  blood,  and  you  too,  and, 
may  be,  in  her  rage,  the  little  girl  too."  Saying  this, 
Polly  stole  on  towards  the  cottage. 

Charley  had  expected  that  he  should  have  been 
called  on  to  run  some  personal  risk,  and  to  carry  off 
Margery  from  the  grasp  of  half-a-dozen  fierce  smug- 
glers or  so,  and  he  felt  somewhat  disappointed  at  the 
inactive  part  he  was  called  on  to  play.  From  the 
words  Polly  had  dropped  he  guessed  that  the  cottage 
was  the  one  inhabited  by  old  Dame  Herring,  who 
was  looked  upon  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  country 
for  miles  round  as  a  mtch,  and  known  to  be  a  very 
bad  character.  She  took  advantage  of  her  evil  repu- 
tation, and  practised  on  the  credulity  of  the  people. 
It  is  not  necessary  to  mention  her  bad  practices.  A 
few  years  before  she  would  very  probably  have  been 
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burnt  as  a  witcli ;  she  now  ran  a  risk  of  being  ducked 
in  a  horse-pond. 

Polly  seemed  to  be  a  long  time  absent.  Tom  had 
the  gift  of  patience,  and  was  accustomed  to  wait, 
and  so,  though  he  was  fully  as  anxious  as  Charley  to 
have  Margery  safe  under  his  charge,  he  made  no 
complaint ;  but  Charley  began  to  lose  patience,  and 
to  wonder  what  could  have  become  of  Polly,  con- 
templating even  going  to  look  for  her.  Those  who 
have  had  experience  in  life  know  that  it  is  much 
more  difficult  to  wait  for  an  event  than  to  rush  for- 
ward to  meet  it ;  passive  courage  is  therefore  often  the 
greatest.  Still,  when  difficulties  occur,  the  wisest 
course  is  boldly  to  face  them  at  once.  To  the  eyes 
of  the  multitude  the  soldier  who  rushes  onward  into 
the  thickest  of  the  fight  may  appear  the  bravest,  and 
yet  he  may  be  a  positive  coward,  urged  forv/ard  by 
despair.  The  truly  brave  is  he  who  can  stand  un- 
daunted to  meet  the  shock  of  the  onset.  Charley 
had  to  wait  and  wait  till  his  patience  was  taxed  to 
the  utmost.  At  length  his  ear  caught  a  light  foot- 
step approaching,  and  Polly  came  up  to  him.  "I 
couldn't  get  the  little  girl  out,  for  she  is  shut  up  in 
a  room  by  herself,"  she  whispered.  "  I  had  to  wait 
till  they  were  all  asleep,  and  then  I  crept  out  to  tell 
you.  Still,  I  think  if  you  are  careful  you  may 
manage  to  get  her.     I  will  show  you  the  window  of 
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the  room  where  she  is  shut  up,  and  if  you  can  climb 
in  and  awake  her  without  making  any  noise  you 
may  do  it;  but  understand  that  there  are  several 
men  sleeping  in  the  cottage  with  loaded  pistols 
under  their  heads,  which  they  are  very  quick  to  use ; 
and  remember  that  the  slightest  noise  will  alarm 
them.  Come  along,  but  you  must  wait  ten  minutes 
to  let  me  get  into  the  cottage  before  you  begin  your 
biLsiness." 

Charley  and  Tom,  of  course,  promised  to  attend  to 
Polly's  injunctions,  and  eagerly  followed  her  through 
the  garden  to  the  back  of  the  cottage.  She  showed 
them  the  window,  which  seemed  a  very  small  one, 
about  eight  feet  from  the  giound ;  and  then,  with  her 
finger  on  her  lips,  disappeared  round  the  corner. 
Charley  waited  what  he  considered  a  very  long  ten 
minutes,  but  Tom,  who  could  calculate  better,  held 
him  tight,  as  a  sign  that  it  was  not  yet  time  to 
move,  and  at  last  bent  his  back  with  his  head  against 
the  wall,  and  signed  to  him  to  get  on  the  top  of  it. 
Tliis  Charley  did  with  alacrity,  and  grasping  the 
window-sill,  drew  himself  up  tiU  he  got  his  knees  on 
it,  and  he  was  then  able  without  noise  to  open  one 
side  of  the  lattice  window.  There  was  barely  room 
for  him  to  creep  through,  but  he  managed  to  do  so 
without  making  any  noise,  and  at  length  he  stood 
uvsida     He  looked  round  anxiously  into  th*^  room. 
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At  that  moment  a  gleam  of  moonlight  burst  through 
the  passing  clouds,  and  showed  him  a  small  bed,  and 
Margery,  completely  dressed,  sleeping  soundly  and 
peaceably  on  it.  He  was  afraid  if  he  awakened  her 
suddenly  she  might  speak  or  cry  out ;  so  taking  off 
his  shoes  he  crept  softly  up  to  her,  and  kissing  her 
brow,  whispered  low  in  her  ear,  "  Margery,  Margery, 
don't  speak — a  friend — Charley  has  come  for  you,  to 
take  you  home." 

She  opened  her  eyes,  which  Charley  could  see,  far 
the  moonbeam  cast  its  light  directly  on  her  counte- 
nance ;  a  sweet  smile  came  across  it,  and  he  thought 
that  she  had  never  looked  more  lovely  ;  but  she  evi- 
dently thouglit  that  she  was  dreaming. 

"Dear  Margery,  wake  up;  Charley  has  come  to 
take  you  away  from  this  place,"  he  repeated. 

"  Is  it  possible  ? "  she  asked,  in  the  same  low 
voice  in  which  he  spoke,  and  took  his  hand.  The 
touch  assured  her. 

"  Yes,  yes !  I  am  ready  ;  oh,  thank  you,  thank 
you!" 

Charley  helped  her  to  rise,  and  to  step  softly 
across  the  room.  He  then  got  through  the  window, 
and  holding  on,  as  only  a  sailor  or  a  cat  could,  to 
nothing,  helped  her  tlirough  and  lifted  her  down 
to  Tom,  who  couldn't  refrain  from  giving  her  a 
hearty  kiss  in  his  joy  at  recovering  lier.     Charley 
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then  put  on  his  shoes,  and  dropped  noiselessly  to 
the  ground.  "  They  brought  me  here  without  shoes, 
and  would  give  me  none  for  fear  I  should  run 
away,"  she  whispered;  "but  I  will  try  to  walk 
without  them." 

"Not  for  worlds,  Margery,"  answered  Charley. 
"  We'll  carry  you  all  the  way,  never  fear." 

"Aye,  aye,  ^liss  Margery,"  said  Tom;  "I've 
carried  you  many  a  mile  when  you  was  a  baby 
and  you  was  no  heavier  than  a  feather,  and  I've 
still  strength  left  in  my  old  arms  to  carry  you 
now  that  you  are  a  young  lady  nearly  grown,  I 
may  say." 

^largery  could  only  murmur  her  thanks,  as  Tom 
bore  her  in  his  arms  across  the  garden  and  down 
the  hill  at  a  rapid  rate,  Charley  bringing  up  the 
rear,  and  ready  to  do  battle  should  they  be  pursued. 

Polly  had  so  far  proved  faithful,  and  Charley 
hoped  sincerely  that  the  part  she  had  played  in  the 
affair  might  not  be  discovered  by  her  associates. 
StiU,  he  cast  many  an  anxious  glance  behind  him 
as  they  descended  the  steep,  rough  hill  side,  lest 
any  of  the  smugglers  should  have  been  aroused,  and 
liave  come  in  pursuit.  Their  chief  difficulty  was  to 
tind  the  way;  but  they  guessed  pretty  correctly  the 
direction  of  the  Tower,  the  moon  still  affording  them 
the  assistance  of  her  light.     They  did  not  even  stop 
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to  rest,  Tom  declaring  that  Miss  Margery  was  still 
almost  as  light  as  a  feather,  if  not  quite  as  light  as 
when  she  was  a  bahy.  They  had  thus  made  good 
progress,  when  Charley  said  that  he  heard  footsteps. 

"May  be,"  answered  Tom;  "but  they  must  be 
stout  fellows  who  will  dare  to  take  our  Miss 
Margery  from  us." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  afraid  of  anybody  now,"  said 
JNlargery.  "  I  am  sure,  Charley,  that  you  and  Tom 
would  not  let  them  take  me  from  you."  Charley 
of  course  promised  that  no  one  should,  and  as  they 
did  not  believe  that  any  smugglers  would  venture  to 
interfere  with  them,  should  any  be  met,  they  con- 
tinued their  course.  However,  before  they  had  gone 
much  further,  two  very  suspicious-looking  person- 
ages overtook  them  and  asked  various  questions,  as 
to  whence  they  had  come  and  where  they  were  going. 

"Easily  answered,  mates,"  said  Tom;  "we  are 
coming  from  the  place  we  last  stopped  at,  and  we 
are  going  home,  and  our  business  is  nobody  else's, 
do  ye  see  ? " 

Whatever  had  been  the  intentions  of  the  men, 
Tom's  firm  bearing,  and  Charley's  determined  air, 
as  he  brought  up  the  rear,  following  Tom  as  a  bull- 
t'jrrier  does  the  heels  of  his  master,  ready»to  fly  at 
any  one  venturing  to  interfere  with  him,  made  them 
alter  their  purpose. 


MARGER  VAT  HOME.  333 

"I  thought  as  how  those  piratical  craft  would 
sheer  off  if  we  showed  a  bold  front,"  said  Tom,  as 
the  men  turned  down  a  lane  on  one  side.  "  It's  a 
great  point  to  show  an  enemy  that  you  are  wide 
awake  and  not  afraid  of  him.  Mind  you  that. 
Master  Charley.  There's  a  great  enemy,  too,  who  is 
always  going  about  seeking  whom  he  may  devour ; 
and  if  he  finds  that  we  are  prepared  for  him,  and 
know  how  to  resist  him,  he'U  be  off  like  a  shot." 

At  length  the  door  of  the  Tower  was  reached. 
Becky,  who  opened  it,  instead  of  welcoming  them  as 
they  might  naturally  have  expected  that  she  would, 
stared  wildly  at  them,  and  then  throwing  her 
apron  over  her  head  ran  back  screaming,  "There 
are  ghosts — there  are  ghosts — there  are  ghosts  at  the 
door!" 

"  No  we  ain't,"  said  Tom,  bluntly,  as  he  entered ; 
"but  we've  brought  back  Miss  Margery  all  right, 
and  she'U  be  glad  of  some  grub  presently,  and  so 
shall  we  by  and  by  I'm  thinking, — eh.  Master 
Charley  ?  But  just  do  you  first,  as  soon  as  you 
have  got  your  five  senses  back,  run  up  and  tell  the 
captain  and  missis.  They'll  not  be  sorry  to  hear 
the  news,  at  all  events." 

In  another  minute  Margery  was  in  her  parents' 
arms,  and  they  were  thanking  Heaven  that  she  had 
been  safely  restored  to  them. 
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Little  Margery  had  kept  up  her  courage  wonder- 
fully, from  the  moment  she  was  seized  till  her 
return  home.  She  said  that  she  was  awake  and 
thought  that  she  saw  Becky  collecting  her  clothes, 
when  suddenly  she  was  taken  up  in  the  arms  of  a 
woman;  she  supposed  her  mouth  was  gagged  and 
her  eyes  blinded,  and  she  was  carried  swiftly  along, 
down  into  some  damp  place  and  along  passages  into 
the  open  air,  and  finally  into  the  cottage  where 
Charley  had  found  her.  She  had  had  no  fear  about 
being  ill  treated,  for  she  did  not  think  any  one  would 
hurt  a  little  girl  like  herself  She  was  very  grate- 
ful, however,  to  Charley  and  Tom  for  all  the  risk 
they  had  run  to  rescue  her, 

Tom  and  Charley's  adventures  created  great 
surprise,  for  the  captain  could  not  conceive  how 
they  could  have  got  out  of  the  vaults ;  and  it  was 
not  until  they  had  all  together  paid  another  visit  to 
it  that  they  discovered  the  aperture  lately  blocked 
up  with  loose  stones,  and  then  at  length  guessed 
that  it  had  been  done  by  the  smugglers  to  cut  off 
pursuit.  The  result  of  the  whole  proceeding  was 
the  very  reverse  of  what  the  smugglers  had  expected. 
In  their  foolish  ignorance  they  fancied  that  they 
could  frighten  away  a  sensible  man,  like  Captain 
Askew,  from  the  Tower  by  their  notable  scheme  of 
making  it  be  supposed  that  it  was  haunted. 
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We  may  be  surprised  at  their  gross  representations 
of  ghosts  and  spirits,  but  which  were  undoubtedly 
exact  imitations  of  their  own  conceptions  of  such 
things  ;  nor  does  it  at  all  follow,  that  because  some  of 
them  ventured  to  appear  in  the  character  of  ghosts, 
they  did  not  firmly  believe  in  their  existence. 
Probably  their  own  superstitious  fears  would  as 
easily  have  been  worked  on  as  they  hoped  to  work 
on  those  of  others. 

A  considerable  amount  of  the  property  of  the 
gang,  which  they  had  not  time  to  remove,  was  seized 
when  they  left  their  chief  stronghold  and  place  of 
rendezvous  on  the  coast,  where  they  had  long  defied 
the  vigilance  of  the  revenue  officers,  and  many  of 
them  were  driven  away  from  the  coast.  The 
entrance  to  the  cave  from  the  sea  was  carefidly 
blocked  up,  so  that  no  one  could  again  undermine 
the  Tower,  and  attempt  to  play  off"  such  tricks  on  the 
inmates. 

!Mr.  Ludlow,  accompanied  by  Stephen,  rode  over  to 
the  Tower  to  congi-atulate  his  tenants  on  the  recovery 
of  their  daughter.  "  I  am  very  glad  to  see  the  youuT 
lady  back,  and  safe,  aud  well ;  but,"  he  added.  "  J 
have  a  bone  to  pick  with  her.  AVhat  do  you  think, 
captain  ?  She  has  actually  been  endeavouring  to 
persuade  my  only  son  to  go  to  sea,  that  he  may 
spend  his  life  in  searching  for  your  poor  bov,  whom 
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she  asserts  is  still  alive  in  some  island  of  the  Pacific, 
either  in  consequence  of  reading  a  child's  book,  or 
from  some  cock-and-bull  story  which  she  heard  from 
an  old  sailor  one  day,  who  was  never  afterwards  to 
be  found  to  corroborate  the  truth  of  his  narrative. 
I  wish  bygones  to  be  bygones,  and  1  would  rather 
not  have  alluded  to  the  subject,  but  I  really  do  not 
know  what  powerful  influence  she  may  exert  over 
him,  though  I  cannot  say  that  at  present  he  has  any 
fancy  for  the  undertaking  ;  but  I  wish,  at  all  events,, 
to  nip  the  project  in  the  bud." 

As  may  be  supposed.  Captain  Askew  was  not  a 
little  astonished  at  this  address,  while  he  could  not 
but  be  sensible  of  the  want  of  feeling  of  the  man 
who  could  thus  coldly  speak  of  his  long-lost  son, 
that  son  who  had  been  banished  in  consequence 
of  Mr.  Ludlow's  own  stern  decree.  "  I  was  not 
aware  that  my  little  Margery  entertained  any  such 
notion,"  he  answered  mildly.  "Did  she,  I  should 
have  supposed  that  your  son,  Stephen,  however 
much  she  may  esteem  him  as  a  friend,  was  the 
very  last  person  she  would  have  selected  for  the 
Bcheme." 

"  Oh,  tlie  foolish  boy  lent  her  a  book,  a  copy,  I 
believe,  of  De  Foe's  '  Robinson  Crusoe,'  and  as  he 
describes  a  person  living  on  an  island  for  a  number 
of  years  by  himself,  she  has  taken  it  into  her  head 
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that  her  brother  may  have  escaped  shipwreck,  and 
be  still  alive  on  one  of  the  many  islands  which  I 
understand  stud  parts  of  the  Pacific." 

"  I  have  only  to  repeat  that  my  daughter  has  not 
mentioned  the  subject  to  me,  and  I  will  undertake 
that  she  does  not  induce  your  son  to  act  contrary  to 
your  wishes,"  answered  Captain  Askew. 

"  Very  well,  neighbour,  I  will  trust  to  your  word," 
said  Mr.  Ludlow,  in  his  usual  supercilious  manner, 
which,  to  a  man  of  a  temper  less  mild  than  the 
captain,  would  have  been  very  galling.  "  I,  of 
course,  have  other  designs  for  him  than  to  lead  the 
life  of  a  sailor." 

When  Mr.  Ludlow  and  Stephen  had  taken  their 
departure,  he  could  not  help  repeating  to  himself, 
'*  he  may  be  ali\T  on  one  of  the  many  islands  which 
stud  parts  of  the  Pacific.  The  sailor's  story  may  be 
true,  or  it  may  be  only  dear  Margery's  fancy.  It  is 
but  natural  that  she  should  indulge  in  it ;  I  would 
that  I  had  health  and  strength,  and  the  means  to  go 
out  and  search  for  the  dear  boy — dear  whether 
alive  or  dead." 

That  evening  the  captain  spoke  of  their  boy  to  his 
wife.  He  would  not  venture  to  raise  her  hopes.  He 
scarcely  hinted  at  the  possibility  of  his  havino- 
escaped  from  the  wreck,  and  yet  he  spoke  of  such 
things  having  happened  to  others.     Margaret's  reply 
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was,  "  God's  will  be  done.  He  knows  what  is  best 
for  us  in  all  respects." 

In  the  meantime,  Stephen  had  told  Margery  that 
his  father  objected  decidedly  to  his  becoming  a  sailor, 
that  he  might  go  and  look  for  her  brother  Jack  ;  an 
announcement  which  the  young  lady  received  with 
much  digaity,  and  an  expression  of  contempt  on 
her  pretty  countenance  which  it  was  not  wont  to 
wear. 

"  Of  course,  Mr.  Stephen  Ludlow,  you  are  right  in 
doing  what  your  father  wishes,"  she  observed ;  "  and 
now  I  think  over  the  matter  you  are  not  at  all  fitted 
to  become  a  sailor.  Sailors  are  true  friends — 
generous,  brave,  kind,  and  liberal ;  I  was  mistaken 
when  I  supposed  that  you  were  likely  to  possess 
those  qualities.  Good-bye.  I  do  not  want  to 
quarrel  with  you,  but  now  you  know  what  I  think." 

Margery  was  not  aware  how  severe  her  words 
might  have  sounded.  Stephen  did  not  fully  under- 
stand their  meaning,  but  he  felt  very  sheepish,  and 
had  an  idea  that  it  would  probably  be  some  time 
before  he  again  paid  a  visit  to  Stormount  Tower. 
Margery  had,  however,  far  from  abandoned  her  idea. 
She  had  for  some  time  naturally  thought  that 
Charley  Blount  would  be  the  proper  person  to  per- 
form her  behests,  and  she  felt  certain  that  he  would 
very  gladly  undertake  the  task  she  might  assign 
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him.     She  put  the  matter  before  him,  and  to  her 
great  delight  he  at  once  undertook  her  mission. 

"  I  cannot  say  that  your  brother  Jack  is  alive,"  he 
observed ;  "  but  this  I  promise,  that  if  he  is  I  will 
do  my  utmost  to  find  him  and  bring  him  home." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

CHAELEY    (JOES    TO    SEA — A    GALLANT    COMUADE — GOODNESS    OJ 
ISLANDERS— THE   SAVAGES. 

AY  Heaven  bless  and  prosper  you,  my 
boy!"  said  Captain  Askew,  as  Charley 
Blount  was  prepared  to  start  for  Liver- 
pool, where  he  expected  to  get  a  berth  on  board 
some  ship  bound  for  the  shores  of  the  Pacific.  He 
had  letters  of  introduction  to  Jack's  old  friend,  now 
Captain  Cumming,  who  resided  at  Birkenhead,  on 
the  other  side  of  the  Mersey,  and  to  other  friends  of 
Captain  Askew,  so  that  his  way  would  be  likely  to 
be  made  smooth. 

His  parting  with  the  inmates  of  the  Tower  need 
not  be  fully  described.  Neither  Mrs.  Askew  nor 
Margery  dared  trust  themselves  with  words.  Becky 
gave  him  a  hug,  such  as  he  was  not  accustomed  to 
receive  as  she  whispered,  "  Bring  him  back,  Mr. 
Charley,  bring  him  back,  oh  do  ! " 

"  If  the  lad's  above-board  you'll  find  him  out,  I 
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know  you  will,  Mr.  Charles,"  said  old  Tom,  heartily 
wringing  his  hand.  He  modestly  replied  that  he 
would  do  his  test ;  and  that,  with  a  person  of  spirit 
and  energy,  signifies  a  good  deal. 

He  was  not  going  altogether  without  pecuniary 
means.  Captain  Askew  had  raised  every  shilling 
he  could  for  the  undertaking,  and  he  felt  sure  that 
Captain  Cumming  would  get  friends  at  Liverpool 
to  help  him  yet  further.  He  soon  reached  that 
city,  and  when  his  object  became  known,  although 
many  declared  that  it  was  visionary,  he  had,  from 
the  liberality  of  merchants  and  others,  ample 
supplies  placed  at  his  disposal,  which  he  was  to 
employ  as  he  considered  best.  He  without  delay 
obtained  a  berth  onboard  the  Southern  Cross,  Captain 
Harper,  as  fourth  mate,  with  the  understanding  that 
he  should  be  allowed  to  quit  the  ship  after  she  had 
reached  the  coast  of  Peru,  where  she  was  to  take  a 
fresh  cargo  on  board. 

The  Southern  Cross  was  a  well-found  ship.  Captain 
Harper,  an  upright  man  and  a  good  seaman,  and 
with  the  other  officers  and  the  crew,  Charley  was 
on  his  first  acquaintance  tolerably  well  pleased. 

He  enjoyed  the  sensation,  which  few  but  seamen 
can  enjoy  after  some  time  spent  on  shore,  when  he 
once  more  trod  the  deck  moved  by  the  buoyant 
waves,   as  the  good   ship  pursued  her  southward 
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course  over  the  Atlantic,  and  he  thought  of  the 
enterprise  in  which  he  was  engaged.  Most  of  his 
shipmates,  as  many  people  on  shore  had  done, 
thought  his  undertaking  preposterous,  and  said  tliat 
to  search  for  a  lad  he  had  never  seen,  among  the 
thousand  and  one  isles  of  the  Pacific,  and  who 
probably  had  been  drowned,  or  eaten  by  the  savages 
years  ago,  was  more  ridiculous  than  looking  for  a 
needle  in  a  bundle  of  hay.  Charley,  however,  kept, 
if  not  to  his  own  opinion,  to  that  which  Margery, 
at  all  events,  entertained,  and  got  two  young  ship- 
mates, midshipmen,  to  join  him  in  it.  Hugh  Owen, 
an  enthusiastic  Welshman,  and  Edward  Elton,  a 
quiet  and  unpretending  English  lad  who  had  been 
three  years  at  sea.  He  was  pale-faced  and  small  of 
his  age,  his  eyes  were  blue  and  his  features  regular, 
and  in  a  crowd  he  would  have  been  the  last  selected 
to  do  a  daring  deed ;  and  yet  no  bolder  or  braver 
lad  was  to  be  found  on  board,  and  there  was  no  act 
of  heroism  of  which  those  who  knew  him  would 
not  have  believed  him  capable. 

Charley  Blount  was  not  much  senior  to  either  of 
the  lads,  but  having  been  to  sea  longer,  was  their 
superior  in  rank.  Off  duty  he  treated  tlieni  as 
equals,  and  the  three  young  men  soon  formed  a 
sincere  friendship  for  each  other. 

The  Falkland  Islands  were  visited  to   obtain   a 
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supply  of  fresh  provisions  and  water,  and  then  the 
ship  steered  west  round  Cape  Horn  into  the  Pacific. 
Just,  however,  as  that  mighty  headland  was  sighted 
there  sprang  up  a  fierce  gale  from  the  westward, 
which  drove  the  Southern  Cross  back  into  the  At- 
lantic, the  huge  billows  rising  up  like  mountains  to 
bar  her  progress.  But  her  captain  well  knew  that 
perseverance  alone  could  overcome  this  as  it  can 
conquer  most  difficulties,  and  she  was  kept  under 
close-reefed  sails,  now  with  her  head  to  the  south, 
now  to  the  north,  ready  to  take  advantage  of  any 
slant  of  wind  which  might  enable  her  to  work  her 
vay  ta  the  westward.  The  wind  had  fallen,  and 
otce  more  sail  was  made. 

It  was  night,  and  Charley  Blount  had  a  watch  on 
^.eck,  when  without  warning  down  came  the  gale  on 
tie  ship  with  greater  fury  than  before.  With  a 
cri-ik  like  a  clap  of  thunder  the  maintop-gallant-yard 
patPAl  and  hung  by  the  lifts,  dashing  furiously 
agaii:;t  the  topsail,  and  threatening  to  carr}''  away 
the  tc^mast.  "It  is  my  duty  to  clear  that,"  exclaimed 
Charle^  not  waiting  to  be  ordered  or  asked  to  go,  for 
it  was  Wask  of  the  greatest  peril,  which  only  volun- 
teers aloe  would  be  expected  to  attempt.  Seizing 
an  axe,  htflew  aloft. 

"  Heavei^^rotect  the  bold  fellow !"  exclaimed  the 
captain,  whi^iad  hurried  on  deck. 
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Young  Elton  had  also  come  up  from  below.     One 
part  of  the  task  was  done  when  Charley's  axe  was 
torn  from  his  grasp,  and  he  was  seized  by  the  coils 
of  a  loose  rope,  lashing  furiously,  while  the  remaining 
part  of  the  spar  came  whirling  round  his  head.     His 
terrific  position  could  be  seen  from  the  deck,  and  the 
great  danger  any  one  would  incur  in  going  near  him 
could  be  equally  well  perceived.      Not  a  moment, 
however,  did  young  Elton  hesitate.     Scarcely  had 
the  accident  happened  than  he  was  flying  up  the 
ratlines  amid  the  clouds  of  spray  which  drove  across 
them.     The  ship  was  heeling  over  and  pitching  into 
the  seas  as  if  never  to  rise  again,  the  masts  wer« 
bending  and   straining,  and  the  broken   spar  wiS 
flying  round,  now  in  one  direction,  now  in  the  other, 
and  threatening  to  render  the  brave  young  Elton's 
attempt  useless,  by  hurling  Charley  Blount  to  de?- 
truction  before  he  could  release  him,  while  the  le^t 
want  of  vigilance  would  have  proved  equally  fata  to 
himself     He  had,  amid  the  darkness  of  the  ^ght 
and  the  heeling  of  the  ship  to  watch  the  move/ents 
of  the  threatening  spar,  and  to  dart  forwar/as  it 
receded  and  left  a  spot  for  an  instant  free  /om  its 
attacks.     His  first  aim  was  to  release  Charl^  whom 
the  rope  was  encircling  every  instant  more'^osely  in 
its  deadly  embrace.     He  watched  his  oyortunity ; 
he  sprang  along  the  yard,  and  with  two  /^ws  of  his 


A  GALLANT  COMRADE.  345 

axe  the  rope  was  severed,  and  Charley  w.is  released, 
and  able  to  join  him  in  the  still  more  difficult  task 
of  clearing  away  the  broken  spar.  Together  they 
climbed  the  mast.  "  Stand  from  under  1 "  was  the 
cry,  but  there  was  no  need  of  it.  Again  their  sharp 
axes  were  at  work ;  the  spar  fell  clear  of  the  ship 
into  the  foaming  ocean,  the  topmast  was  saved,  and 
loud  cheers  greeted  the  young  seamen  as  they  de- 
scended safely  on  deck. 

This  incident  united  Charley  Blount  and  Elton  in 
still  closer  friendship,  and  gained  the  support  more 
completely  of  the  enthusiastic  Hugh  Owen,  who 
became  now  more  than  ever  eager  to  follow  their 
fortunes. 

At  length  the  ship  got  to  the  westward  of  the 
Cape,  but  she  had  been  driven  far  to  the  south,  and 
it  was  some  time  before  the  wind  allowed  her  to 
steer  a  northerly  course.  She  had  already  got  into 
warm  latitudes,  when  a  high,  cocoa-nut-covered,  reef- 
bound  island  was  discovered  ahead.  The  savage 
character  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  isles  of  the 
Pacific  had  frequently  been  the  subject  of  conversa- 
tion on  board,  among  those  who  had  never  before 
been  in  that  part  of  the  world,  and  it  was  naturally 
supposed  that  those  living  on  the  island  in  sight 
were  deserving  of  the  same  description.  As  they 
coasted  along,  however,  they  could  distinguish  with 
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their  glasses  numerous  neat  white  buildings,  and  a 
wide  extent  of  cultivated  ground,  and  here  and  there 
towers  and  steeples,  and  edifices  which  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  ordinary  scliool-houses  ;  indeed,  the  land 
wore  a  wonderfully  civilized  aspect. 

The  captain,  ordering  the  chief  mate  to  keep  the 
ship  standing  on  and  off,  invited  as  many  as  two 
boats  would  contain  to  accompany  him  on  shore. 
He  carried  an  assortment  of  goods,  not  beads  and 
looking-glasses  and  spear-heads,  as  would  once  have 
been  the  case,  but  cottons,  and  useful  cutlery,  and 
writing  materials,  and  leather,  and  other  articles  in 
demand  among  civilized  people.  The  boats  arrived 
at  a  well-constructed  wharf,  where  several  decently- 
clothed  natives  stood  ready  to  receive  them.  They 
were  greeted  with  the  salutation  of  "  Blessings  be  on 
your  head!"  and  one  stepped  forward  and  intro- 
duced himself  as  the  trading-master,  and  requested  to 
know  what  articles  they  wished  to  purchase.  The 
captain  gave  a  list  of  what  he  wanted,  which  were 
very  soon  brought  down,  and,  the  trade-master  acting 
as  interpreter,  equitable  bargains  were  soon  struck, 
and  all  that  was  required  by  the  voyagers  was 
obtained  at  a  reasonable  rate.  They  were  then 
allowed  to  visit  any  part  of  the  island  they  chose 
with  licensed  guides.  They  expressed  their  sur- 
prise to  the  native  interpreter  at  the  state  of  things. 
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"  Yes  !  gi-eat  indeed  is  the  change,"  he  answered. 
"  Thirty  years  ago  we  were  among  the  most  degraded 
of  savages ;  but  the  good  missionaries  came,  and 
though  we  would  have  driven  them  away,  they 
persevered  in  remaining  till  they  had  taught  us 
better  things;  and  now  you  see  us  sitting  clothed  and 
in  our  right  minds." 

On  inquiry,  Charley  found  that  there  was  not  a 
heathen  native  in  the  whole  island.  There  were 
churches  always  regularly  attended,  school  houses, 
printing  presses,  lecture  halls,  a  well-constituted 
government,  and  a  perfectly  educated  native  ministry. 
Not  only  were  there  no  heathen,  but,  as  far  as  human 
discernment  could  discover,  true  Christian  principles 
were  professed  and  practised  by  a  large  majority  of 
the  population.  Few  islands  were  in  a  more  satis- 
factory state  than  this  one;  at  the  same  time  Charley 
heard  that  the  inhabitants  of  a  very  considerable 
number  had  become  Christians  by  the  instrumen- 
tality of  English  missionaries,  and  still  more  by 
that  of  Christian  natives,  eager  to  impart  to  their 
countrymen  the  glad  tidings  they  had  themselves 
received. 

"  It  was  to  this  island,  many  years  ago,  that  a 
native  missionary  swam  on  shore  with  a  few  books, 
wi-apped  up  in  a  cloth,  on  his  head.  Our  savage 
fathers  stood  on  the  rocks  with  clubs  and  spears. 
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ready  to  kill  him,  but  his  life  was  preserved  by  the 
mercy  of  God,  who  loved  our  souls  though  we  knew 
Him  not.  At  first  no  one  would  listen  to  what  the 
missionary  had  to  say,  and  laughed  him  to  scorn ; 
but  by  degrees  one  stopped  to  hear,  and  then  another 
and  another,  and  found  what  he  said  to  be  very  good, 
till  by  degrees  as  they  understood  more  clearly  the 
tidings  he  brought,  hundreds  flocked  in  and  be- 
lieved, and  were  converted." 

Captain  Harper  orroborated  all  Charley  had 
heard,  and  stated  that  whereas  once  it  was  dangerous 
at  most  of  the  islands  to  land  unless  in  a  strong 
body,  well  armed ;  now,  throughout  the  whole  of  the 
eastern  groups,  the  inhabitants  were  as  kind  and 
courteous  to  strangers  and  as  well  conducted  as  any 
people  he  had  met  on  the  face  of  the  globe.  One 
day  after  they  had  left  the  island,  the  officers  of  a 
whaler  becalmed  near  them  came  on  board,  and  com- 
plained bitterly  of  the  altered  state  of  things,  abusing 
the  missionaries  for  being  the  cause  of  the  change  to 
which  they  so  much  objected. 

The  surgeon  of  the  ship,  who  ought  to  have 
known  better,  was  especially  very  indignant  with 
them. 

"  Once  we  could  go  on  shore,  and  for  a  few  beads 
or  a  knife  not  worth  twopence  buy  as  many  pro- 
visions as  we  required,  or  any  other  article,  and  we 
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could  play  all  sorte  of  pranks  with  the  natives,  and 
nobody  interfered  with  us.  Now,  if  we  ask  them  to 
buy  or  sell,  or  to  dance,  or  to  do  anything  else  on  a 
Sunday,  they  won't  do  it,  and  we  can  have  no  fun  of 
any  sort;  and  they  say  that  we  have  lost  our  religion, 
and  pull  long  faces  at  us,  and  ask  us  all  sorts  of 
strange  questions  about  our  souls.  As  a  fact,  these 
savages  know  more  about  religion  than  we  do  ;  and 
they  can  write  books,  and  print  and  bind  them,  and 
some  of  them  can  preach  for  an  hour  at  a  time ; 
indeed,  I  don't  know  what  they  can't  do.  The 
missionaries  have  done  it  all — spoilt  them,  I  say; 
they  were  jolly  felloA\-s  as  savages,  but  they  are 
desperately  stupid  now.  To  be  sure,  they  did  now 
and  then  murder  a  whole  ship's  company  if  they  had 
the  chance,  and  roast  and  eat  them  too,  and  they 
would  steal  anything  they  could  lay  hands  on ;  and 
they  were  always  fighting  among  each  other;  and 
they  worshipped  curious  logs  of  wood  and  stumps  of 
trees,  and  figures  made  out  of  rags,  matting,  and 
feathers ;  but  we  had  nothing  to  do  with  that,  it  was 
rather  fun  to  see  them." 

And  so  the  surgeon  of  the  whaler  ran  on,  not  at  all 
aware  that  he  was  condemning  himself  and  his  com- 
panions, and  their  practices,  and  praising  the  long- 
benighted  savages. 

Charley  observed  that  he  could  not  help  thinking 
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that  the  change  was  for  the  better,  and  he  could  not 
help  asking  himself,  "Where  will  the  white  man  and 
where  will  the  brown  man  be  found  standing  at  the 
day  of  judgment  ? " 

He  inquired  of  the  doctor  if  he  had  heard  of  any- 
young  Englishman  residing  among  the  natives,  or  on 
any  island  in  the  eastern  Pacific. 

The  doctor  laughed,  and  said  that  there  were  a 
good  many  who  had  native  wives,  and  were  the 
prime  ministers  and  privy  councillors  of  the  kings 
and  princes  who  ruled  the  islands,  especially  those 
which  still  remained  heathen, 

Charley  scarcely  wished  to  find  Margery's  brother 
among  these  unhappy  men.  No !  he  was  certain  that 
if  he  was  alive  he  was  living  on  some  unfrequented 
island,  unable  to  get  away.  The  Southern  Cross 
touched  at  several  islands,  for  the  captain  had  a 
roving  commission,  to  go  where  he  thought  best. 
At  each  of  them  Charley  left  on  shore  a  number  of 
cards  on  which  he  had  written,  "Jack  Askew,  a 
friend  of  your  father's,  Charley  Blount,  is  looking  for 
you.  Send  word  to  Callao,  on  the  coast  of  Peru,  and 
he  will  assist  you  to  return  home." 

Captain  Harper  gave  every  assistance  to  Charley, 
but  not  a  trace  could  they  discover  of  the  missing 
one.  Two  uninhabited  islands  had  been  visited ;  a 
third  was  sighted.     Charley's  heart  beat  high  in  an- 
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ticipation  of  finding  him  whom  he  sought.  Yet, 
why  he  expected  to  find  Jack  there  more  than  at 
any  other  place  he  could  not  t^lL 

On  the  island,  though  it  was  a  small  one,  there 
was  a  mountain  and  three  or  four  lesser  heights, 
which  might  prevent  a  person  on  the  opposite  side 
from  seeing  a  ship ;  the  captain,  therefore,  though  he 
could  not  spare  much  time,  agreed  to  sail  partly 
round  it,  and  to  land  Charley,  Elton,  Owen,  and  some 
of  the  men,  to  explore  it.  They  landed  in  high 
spirits,  on  a  sandy  beach,  and  pushed  on  to  the  highest 
point  whence  they  could  survey  the  whole  island, 
and  where  a  flag  they  carried  could  be  seen  by  any 
inhabitant  on  it.  They  reached  the  summit  of  the 
mountain.  There  were  valleys  and  rocks  and  cas- 
cades, and  cocoa-nut  and  other  tropical  trees  and 
plants ;  indeed  it  was  very  like  the  description  of 
Eobinson  Crusoe's  island.  They  waved  the  flag  and 
shouted,  though  shouting  was  of  no  use,  as  no  one  in 
the  valley  could  have  heard  them.  At  length  they 
descended  towards  the  east,  the  point  from  which 
the  ship  was  to  take  them  off.  Still  they  hoped 
that  some  one  might  appear. 

"  He  may  have  been  all  the  time  watching  the 
ship,  and  not  have  looked  up  towards  the  moun- 
tain," observed  Owen,  who  had  assumed  the  fact  of 
Jack's  existence,  even  more  than  Charlev  himself. 
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They  reached  the  beach  without  meeting  the  trace 
even  of  a  human  being.  All  the  party  looked 
blank  at  each  other ;  it  was  very  clear  that  that  was 
not  Jack's  island. 

Disappointed  they  returned  on  board.  "Don't 
let  us  despair,"  cried  Charley.  "  There  may  be,  in 
the  latitude  where  the  Truelove  was  lost,  fifty  other 
islands,  and  Jack  can  only  be  in  one  of  them,  so 
that  we  cannot  hope  to  find  him  in  a  hmry." 

"  No !  of  course  not,"  cried  Owen  ;  "  but  we  will 
find  him  notwithstanding  that.  Just  let  us  get  our 
little  schooner  fitted  out  and  we'll  visit  every  one  ol 
them,  and  twice  as  many  if  necessary." 

Captain  Harper  had  most  liberally  and  kindly 
done  his  best  for  Charley's  object.  Captain  Askew's 
friends  at  Liverpool  had  promised  a  reward  of  a 
hundred  pounds  to  any  man  or  ship's  company,  half 
to  go  to  the  master,  who  should  discover  and  bring 
off  young  Askew,  and  half  that  amount  for  the  dis- 
covery of  any  of  the  crew  of  the  ill-fated  ship.  This 
information  he  gave  to  every  whaler  and  other 
vessel  the  Southern  Cross  fell  in  with.  Whalers 
especially,  visit  so  many  out-of-the-way  spots  while 
searching  for  their  prey,  to  obtain  wood  and  water 
and  vegetables,  essentials  for  the  support  of  the 
health  and  life  of  the  crew,  that  it  was  possible 
some  of  them  might  be  tempted  to  make  a  more 
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thorough  examination  of  islands  near  which  they 
might  find  themselves,  than  they  would  other- 
vnse  do.  At  length  Callao  was  reached,  and 
Charley  with  his  two  friends  obtained  their  dis- 
charge. 

The  next  thing  was  to  find  a  vessel  suited  for 
their  purpose.  After  inspecting  a  number,  a  beau- 
tiful little  Spanish  schooner,  of  about  eighty  tons, 
which  had  just  come  into  the  harbour,  was  pur- 
chased, and  a  motley  crew  engaged.  The  crew  con- 
sisted of  one  Englishman,  who  had  been  twenty 
years  from  home,  a  negro,  a  Tahitian,  and  a  native 
Indian;  but  still  they  all  pulled  wonderfully  well 
together.  Charley  Blount  was  captain ;  Elton,  first 
mate ;  and  Hugh  Owen,  second.  The  schooner  had 
been  called  the  Boa  Bsperama,  and  so  they  called 
her  the  Good  Hope — an  appropriate  name. 

Kever  had  a  happier  party  put  to  sea.  They  were 
in  prime  health  and  spirits,  and  had  a  good  object 
in  view,  so  that  they  could  venture  to  pray  for  the 
success  of  their  expedition.  They  had  an  ample 
crew  for  the  size  of  the  vessel ;  she  was  well  found, 
and  sailed  like  a  witch,  and  was  altogether  a  first- 
rate  little  craft. 

The  Good  Hope  went  out  of  harbour  at  the  same 
time  as  the  Southern  Cross,  the  latter  steering  south 
on  her  homeward  voyage,  the  former  west,  to  ex- 
2  A 
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plore  all  the  islands  known  and  unknown  in  that 
direction,  Charley  had  given  his  utmost  attention 
to  navigation  since  he  left  England,  and  from  the 
time  Elton  and  Owen  had  agreed  to  accompany  him, 
they  had  also  studied  the  subject  more  carefully 
than  before.  They  were,  therefore,  all  three  very 
fair  navigators ;  indeed  a  good  knowledge  of  naviga- 
tion was  very  necessary  for  the  work  in  which  they 
were  about  to  engage. 

Away  went  the  Good  Hope  on  her  adventurous 
and  perilous  voyage.  The  Pacific,  though  often 
calm,  shows  that  it  does  not  deserve  its  name  at  all 
times.  After  they  had  been  a  week  out,  the  weather 
gave  signs  of  changing :  dark  clouds  appeared  in  the 
west,  though  the  wind  was  still  blowing  from  the 
east.  They  continued  their  course  to  reach  an 
island  which  rose  high  out  of  the  sea  ahead.  With 
the  fair  wind  they  then  had  they  rapidly  neared  the 
island.  Their  glasses  showed  them  that  it  was  a 
beautiful  spot,  very  like  the  island  they  had  before 
visited,  but  larger.  Just,  however,  as  they  got 
abreast  of  it,  the  gale,  which  had  for  some  time 
been  brewing,  broke  on  them  with  great  fury.  For- 
tunately they  were  able  to  run  back  for  shelter 
under  the  lee  of  the  island,  where,  though  they  still 
felt  the  wind,  the  sea  was  comparatively  smooth. 
Great  vigilance  was,  at  the  same  time,  necessary, 
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lest  the  wind  changing  suddenly  she  might  he 
driven  on  the  reefs  which  surrounded  the  island. 
Still  they  kept  as  close  as  they  could,  looking  out 
for  an  opening  through  which  they  might  pass  and 
anchor  inside. 

Hugh  Owen  had  a  remarkably  sharp  pair  of  eyes, 
and  was  the  first  to  espy,  some  way  to  the  north- 
ward, a  space  of  clear  water  with  a  sheltered  hay 
beyond.  The  schooner  was  steered  towards  the 
spot.  Owen  was  right.  A  slant  of  wind  enabled 
them  to  stand  through  the  passage.  The  sea  dashed 
in  foam  over  the  coral  reefs  on  either  hand ;  careless 
steering,  the  parting  of  a  rope,  or  a  sudden  change  ot 
wind  would  have  hurled  them  to  destruction.  The 
dangers  were  passed,  and  she  rode  safely  in  a  little 
bay,  which  had  a  sandy  beach,  and  a  fringe  of  rocks 
and  trees  above.  Xo  huts  or  dwelling-places  could 
be  seen,  yet  it  seemed  scarcely  possible  that  so  fine 
an  island  should  be  uninhabited.  Still  people 
might  exist  on  the  other  side  of  the  island,  or  more 
inland. 

They  had  been  advised  not  to  venture  on  shore  on 
any  island,  unless  the  inhabitants  had  become 
Christians,  without  arms.  Owen  and  Elton  pro- 
posed on  this  occasion  going  without  them,  as  they 
were  heavy  to  carry. 

"No,  no!"  said    Charley.    "A  rule  is  a  rule. 
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which,  if  a  good  one,  should  never  be  broken 
through. 

This  was  the  first  island  where,  by  their  calcula- 
tions, they  had  the  slightest  chance  of  finding  Jack 
Askew,  at  least,  it  was  about  the  longitude  that  the 
Truelove  was  supposed  to  have  been  lost. 

Owen  took  charge  of  the  schooner  while  Charley 
and  Elton  and  three  men  went  on  shore,  all  suffi- 
ciently armed  with  rifles,  pistols  in  tl:teir  belts,  and 
cutlasses  by  their  sides.  They  hoped  by  starting 
early  in  the  day  to  accomplish  the  tour  of  the 
island  before  dark.  Having  drawn  up  their  boat  on 
the  beach,  they  pushed  on  for  the  highest  point  of 
land  in  the  neighbourhood.  On  reaching  it  they 
saw  in  the  valley  below,  on  the  further  side,  wreaths 
of  smoke  ascending  from  among  a  grove  of  trees. 
Charley  and  Elton  agreed  that  there  must  be  in- 
habitants, but  wisely  determined  not  to  approach 
them  without  first  ascertaining,  if  possible,  their 
disposition.  They  therefore  continued  along  the 
height,  so  as  to  avoid  the  valley,  proposing  to  cross 
over  by  a  route  which  appeared  open  to  the  opposite 
side  of  the  island. 

As  they  advanced  they  saw  more  signs  of  the 
island  being  inhabited :  tracks  leading  in  various 
directions,  ruined  huts,  and  marks  of  fires  and  native 
ovens.     Some  natives  were  also   seen  in  the  dis- 
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tance,  but  whether  or  not  they  were  observed  they 
could  not  tell.  Charley  and  Elton  speculated  as 
they  went  on  as  to  the  probability  of  Jack  being  on 
the  island.  Wherever  they  went,  in  all  conspicuous 
places  they  left  the  cards,  with  a  notice  that  the 
schooner,  on  the  east  side  of  the  island,  was  waiting 
for  him,  hoping  that  possibly  he  might  see  one  of 
them,  should  they  themselves  miss  him. 

At  length  they  reached  the  west  side  of  the 
island,  where  the  full  strength  of  the  gale  was  felt, 
and  they  were  thankful  that  their  vessel  lay  snugly 
in  harbour,  and  sheltered  from  its  fury.  Here  they 
found  a  group  of  huts  and  patches  of  cultivated 
ground,  for  the  production  of  the  taro  root,  but  the 
inhabitants  had  hastily  fled.  This  was  imsatisfac- 
tory,  as  they  must  have  had  cause  to  dread  the  ap- 
pearance of  white  men.  They  saw,  therefore,  that  it 
would  be  prudent  to  return  by  the  most  direct  route 
to  the  bay,  where  it  would  be  safer  to  attempt 
establishing  friendly  relations  with  them ;  for  should 
they  fail,  unless  they  could  fight  their  way,  they 
would  probably  be  cut  off.  Keeping  close  toge- 
ther, they  therefore  marched  rapidly  westward. 

Several  times  they  saw  natives  armed  with  bows, 
spears,  and  clubs,  hovering  on  either  side,  but  none 
of  them  came  within  speaking  distance.  They 
seemed  to   increase   in  numbers  as  the  party  ap- 
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proached  the  bay,  and  Charley  felt  thankful  when 
they  came  in  sight  of  the  schooner.  Their  first  care 
was  to  get  the  boat  afloat,  that  they  might  retreat  if 
necessary.  They  had  brought  a  number  of  useful 
articles  for  barter — knives  and  pieces  of  cotton  cloth, 
and  handkerchiefs,  and  nails,  and  some  of  them 
they  placed  on  the  rocks,  beckoning  the  natives  with 
friendly  gestures  to  approach  and  take  them.  No 
sooner  had  Charley  and  his  party  retired  to  the  boat, 
than  nearly  forty  savages  started  up  from  behind 
the  rocks  and  rushed  towards  the  goods,  eagerly 
seizing  them,  and  as  quickly  retreating  again  under 
shelter.  After  this,  nothing  could  tempt  the  savages 
from  their  cover.  One  thing  was  certain,  that  Jack 
could  not  be  on  the  island,  or  the  savages  would 
have  learned  to  treat  white  men  in  a  different 
manner.  Charley,  therefore,  determined  to  return 
to  the  schooner.  No  sooner,  however,  had  his  men 
begun  to  shove  off  the  boat,  than  the  savages,  fear- 
ing to  lose  the  treasures  they  possessed,  made  a 
furious  rush  in  a  body  towards  her,  flourishing 
their  war  clubs,  and  holding  their  spears  ready  to 
throw. 

"Shove  off,  lads,  shove  off,  for  your  lives!"  cried 
Charley,  seizing  an  oar.  "  Let  not  a  shot  be  fired 
unless  I  give  the  word." 

The  savages,  however,  seeing  that  their  expected 


A  MISUNDERSTANDING. 


359 


prize  was  about  to  escape  them,  rushed  on  with 
greater  speed,  some  hurling  their  spears,  others, 
with  clubs  uplifted,  threatening  the  destruction  of 
all  in  the  boat. 


I 
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CHAPTER  XL 


THE  RIGHT  WAY  TO  TEEAT  SAVAGES — THE  MISSIONAUT  AND    HIS 
CONVERTS — THE  BOY  ON  THE  ISLAND. 


HARLEY  Blount's  great  wish  was  to  avoid 
injuring  any  of  the  natives.  In  spite, 
therefore,  of  the  spears  which  came  flying 
around  him,  and  the  array  of  warriors  with  their 
war-ckibs,  he  refrained  from  firing,  and  directed 
all  his  efforts  to  get  the  boat  completely  afloat.  Just 
as  a  savage  had  got  one  hand  on  the  stern  and  with 
the  other  was  about  to  deal  a  blow  with  his  club 
which  would  have  killed  Charley,  the  boat  glided  off 
into  deep  water,  and  the  savage  warrior  toppled  down 
with  his  nose  in  the  surf  He  was  up  again  in  a 
moment,  but  blinded  by  the  salt  water,  and  not 
seeing  that  the  boat  had  escaped  him,  struck  out  with 
his  club  and  again  fell  over  as  before,  and  would 
possibly  have  been  drowned,  had  not  some  of  his 
companions  hauled  him  up  and  set  him  again  on  his 
legs.     This  circumstance  assisted  the  escape  of  the 
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boat,  whicli  was  now  getting  away  from  the  shore. 
Charley,  anxious  not  to  injure  any  of  the  savages, 
had  ordered  his  men  not  to  fire  till  the  last  extremity. 
Not  a  shot  therefore  was  fired,  and  the  boat  got  well 
off  out  of  danger. 

The  question  was  now,  how  to  show  the  savages 
that  the  white  men  possessed  power,  but  had  merci- 
fully not  employed  it  against  them.  They  had  on 
board  an  empty  cask,  in  which  some  of  the  articles 
left  with  the  savages  had  been  brought  off.  This  was 
ballasted  and  put  in  the  water  with  a  short  flag-staff, 
and  a  handkerchief  as  a  flag  fixed  in  it.  Pulling 
away  a  short  distance  Elton  and  Charley,  and  one  of 
the  men,  who  was  a  good  shot,  repeatedly  fired  and 
hit  it,  till  at  last  the  flag  and  staff  were  shot  away  to 
the  astonishment  of  the  natives,  who  stood  looking 
on.  Fortunately,  a  tree  grew  near  the  beach  on  one 
side,  where  there  were  no  natives.  Charley  next  made 
this  his  target,  and  the  white  splinters  which  flew 
out  on  either  side  must  have  convinced  the  savages 
that  the  missiles  which  produced  them  would  have 
made,  with  greater  ease  very  disagreeable  holes  in 
their  bodies.  Charley  now  once  more  pulled  in 
towards  the  beach  ;  the  savages  ran  off.  He  had  a  few 
more  articles  left ;  he  landed,  spread  them  out,  and 
then,  returning  to  the  boat,  beckoned  to  the  people  to 
come  and  take  them. 
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At  length  they  seemed  to  comprehend  his  humane 
intentions,  for  several  of  them,  leaving  their  clubs 
and  spears  on  the  bank  above,  approached  the  water, 
holding  out  their  hands  as  if  to  welcome  the 
strangers.  Charley,  on  seeing  this,  telling  Elton  to 
be  ready  to  support  him  if  necessary,  leaped  boldly 
on  shore,  and  advanced  with  extended  hands  towards 
the  savages.  They  understood  him,  and  now  seemed 
to  have  banished  their  fears,  and  to  have  no 
treacherous  intentions. 

His  first  object  gained,  he  endeavoured  to  make 
them  understand  that  he  was  looking  for  one  of  his 
own  countrymen.  By  signs  he  showed  how  a  vessel 
had  been  wrecked,  and  that  two  of  the  people  had 
swam  on  shore,  and  how  he  was  looking  for  them ; 
but  they  shook  their  heads,  and  he  felt  certain  that 
this  was  not  the  island  wliere  Jack  was  to  be  found. 
While  he  was  speaking  several  of  the  people  brought 
down  cocoa-nuts,  plantians,  taro  and  other  roots  and 
fruits  in  baskets,  as  a  proof  their  friendly  feelings, 
and  showing,  also,  that  they  knew  what  the  wants  of 
white  men  were.  How  different,  however,  would 
have  been  the  conclusion  of  the  intercourse  with 
these  people,  if  the  schooner's  crew  had  fired  on  the 
first  alarm,  and  the  blood  of  the  poor  savages  been 
shed? 

The   Good   Hope    laid  at  anchor   for  two   days, 
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when,  the  gale  abating,  she  again  sailed.  There  was 
stiU  a  good  deal  of  sea,  but  as  Captain  Blount  found 
that  he  could  lay  his  conrse,  he  was  nnwilling  to 
delay  any  longer,  and,  like  most  saOors,  he  believed 
that  his  craft  could  do  anything.  He  ouglit  before  to 
have  been  called  captain,  though  it  must  be  owned 
that  he  was  rather  a  young  one,  and  captain  of  a 
somewhat  small  craft.  He  and  his  companions 
regretted  that  they  had  not  brought  an  interpreter 
with  them,  that  they  might  communicate  without 
difficulty  with  the  natives. 

"  We  might  have  obtained  some  information  from 
the  poor  savages  we  last  visited  about  other  islands 
lying  to  the  westward,"  observed  the  captain;  "I 
suspect,  too,  that  they  would  have  had  to  teU  us, 
that  some  former  visitors  had  taken  them  imawares 
and  killed  some  of  them,  and  so  they  had  thought 
all  white  men  were  enemies,  and  had  determined  to 
kill  the  next  they  could  get  in  their  power." 

"Yes,  indeed,"  said  Elton,  "how  different  these 
are  from  the  inhabitants  of  the  first  island  we  visited; 
I  have  been  thinking  that  I  should  like  to  tell  some 
of  their  missionaries  of  these  poor  people,  and  get 
them  to  send  one  of  their  number  to  instruct 
them." 

"What,  do  you  think  that  you  could  hope  to 
make  Christians  out  of  such  naked  savages  as  those 
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are  ? "  exclaimed  Hugh  Owen,  who  had  not  turned 
his  mind  to  the  subject. 

"  Of  course ;  those  well-behaved,  well-clothed 
people  we  saw,  were  quite  as  wild  and  ignorant  as 
the  naked  savages  we  have  just  left,  but  a  very 
few  years  ago.  Not  fifty  years  since  there  was  not 
an  island  in  the  wide  Pacific  which  had  risen  out 
of  a  state  of  the  most  complete  savagedom.  Now, 
in  the  eastern  part  of  the  ocean,  whole  groups  have 
embraced  Christianity.  The  Sandwich  Islands  are 
rapidly  advancing  in  civilisation,  and  King  George 
of  Tonga,  himself  a  man  of  much  talent,  though 
once  a  savage,  ruled  over  a  large  population  of  en- 
lightened men,  a  large  number  of  whom  possess  a 
better  knowledge  of  the  Scriptures,  and  would  be 
able  to  give  better  reasons  for  the  faith  that  is  in 
them  than  would  nine-tenths  of  the  population  of 
any  country  in  Europe,  England  not  excepted." 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?  "  asked  Owen ;  "  I  have 
heard  a  very  different  account." 

"  I  heard  it  from  my  late  captain,  who  spent  three 
years  cruising  among  the  islands  of  all  parts  of  the 
Pacific,"  answered  Elton.  "  Captain  Harper,  too, 
said  the  same  thing,  and  neither  of  them  can  be 
accused  of  being  in  the  interest  of  the  missionaries." 

"Certainly  not;  I  fully  believe  the  facts,"  ex- 
claimed   Charley.     "If  I  had   not  imdertaken   to 
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carry  Jack  back  to  his  family,  I  should  like  to 
volunteer  to  convey  missionaries  to  all  these  islands. 
I  could  not  wish  for  a  better  employment  for  the 
little  schooner  or  for  myself." 

"  The  veiy  thought  that  was  in  my  head/'  said 
Elton.  "When  our  present  enterprise  is  accom- 
plished, I  wiU  offer  my  services  for  the  work.  I 
think  that  a  sailor  could  scarcely  be  engaged  in  a 
better." 

Faithfully  did  yoimg  Elton  keep  his  promise. 

Just  then  the  man  on  the  look-out  exclaimed  that 
he  saw  an  object  floating  on  the  water  ahead,  but 
what  it  was  he  could  not  make  out.  As  the 
schooner  got  nearer,  the  object  was  pronounced  to 
be  a  raft,  and  to  have  living  people  on  it.  On 
getting  still  nearer,  it  was  seen  to  be  not  a  raft,  but 
one  of  the  double  canoes  of  those  seas,  which  con- 
sist of  two  canoes  joined  together  by  a  platform. 
This  platform  extends  across  the  entire  width  of 
both  canoes  and  the  greater  part  of  their  length. 
Sevei-al  people  were  on  the  deck.  Some  were  kneel- 
ing, one  was  standing  up,  and  others  were  lying  at 
their  length,  their  heads  propped  up,  as  if  in  a  state 
of  exhaustion.  As  the  schooner  hove-to  close  to 
them,  those  on  board  her  were  startled  by  hearin*^, 
among  sounds  strange  to  their  ears,  the  name  of 
Jehovah  clearly  pronounced. 
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The  people  were  dark-skinned,  undoubtedly 
natives,  though  clothed  in  garments,  either  of 
native  cloth  or  cotton,  several  of  them  wearing 
hats.  They,  however,  it  was  evident,  did  not 
regard  the  appearance  of  the  schooner  with  satis- 
faction, and  several  of  them  hung  down  their  heads 
with  apprehension  at  seeing  her.  As  there  was  still 
too  much  sea  to  allow  of  the  schooner  going  along- 
side  of  the  canoe,  a  boat  was  lowered,  and  Elton  and 
two  men  jjulled  up  to  her. 

"We  are  friends;  we,  too,  worship  Jehovah,"  he 
shouted,  holding  up  his  hands  as  if  in  prayer.  In 
an  instant  the  aspect  of  the  whole  changed.  Those 
who  had  been  hanging  down  their  heads  lifted  them 
up  with  a  smile  on  their  couutenances,  and  the  man 
who  was  standing  in  the  midst  of  them  exclaimed  in 
return,  "Yes,  yes;  friends — all  who  worship  Jehovah 
are  our  friends  ! " 

Elton  was  soon  on  board  the  canoe.  The  con- 
dition of  the  crew  was  truly  piteous.  Their  last 
drop  of  water  was  exhausted — their  last  taro-root — 
their  last  cocoa-nut, — yet  they  were  not  desponding. 
They  had  done  their  utmost :  they  had  prayed 
earnestly  for  deliverance,  and  were  calmly  waiting 
the  result.  Their  canoe  was  in  so  battered  a  con- 
dition, that  before  Elton  asked  them  any  questions 
he  advised  that  they  should  remove  at  once  on  board 
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the  schooner.  Though  only  one  of  them  spoke  a 
little  English,  several  of  them  understood  what  he 
said.  They  gladly  assented  to  his  proposal,  begging 
him  to  take  the  most  feeble  first.  These  were 
quickly  conveyed  to  the  deck  of  the  schooner,  where 
Charley  and  Owen  were  ready  with  food  and  wat^r 
to  administer  to  them. 

It  took  several  trips  before  they  were  all  safely 
placed  on  board  the  schooner,  and,  not  long  after  the 
last  party  left  the  canoe,  she  slowly  settled  down  to 
her  platform,  from  which  all  on  it  would  soon  have 
been  washed  away,  even  with  the  sea  there  was 
then  running. 

When  the  whole  party  had  been  carefully  at- 
tended to,  Charley  inquired  by  what  means  they 
had  been  brought  into  the  condition  in  which  they 
had  been  found.  The  chief  man  among  them 
answered  in  broken  but  still  intelligible  English, 
that  he  was  a  native  missionary,  that  he  and  his 
companions,  two  of  whom  were  catechists  and  one 
a  schoolmaster,  had  started  to  visit  an  island  to  the 
westward,  which  they  had  expected  to  reach  in  a 
couple  of  days,  but  that  they  were  caught  in  a  gale, 
and  their  mast  and  sail  being  carried  away  they 
were  driven  past  it,  and  onward  before  the  gale 
utterly  unable  to  return,  or  even  to  stop  their  frail 
vessel. 
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Day  after  day  they  had  been  driven  on,  anxiously 
looking  out  for  reefs  ahead,  knowing  that  if  driven 
on  one,  their  canoe  must  be  dashed  to  pieces.  Their 
rudder  and  oars  had  been  lost,  so  that  they  had  no 
power  of  directing  their  vessel.  Several  islands 
were  passed  on  which  they  might  have  landed  if 
they  had  had  their  paddles  to  guide  the  canoe  to  the 
shore.  "  One  of  them,"  said  the  missionary,  "  we 
passed  so  close,  that  we  could  clearly  see  a  man  on 
shore.  It  was  a  small  low  coral  island,  with  a 
lagoon,  or  lake  in  the  centre,  and  cocoa-nuts  and 
other  trees  growing  round  it.  By  his  dress  and  ap- 
pearance we  judged  the  man  to  be  a  white.  We 
also  saw  a  hut  of  some  size  built  under  the  trees. 
He  waved  his  hands  wildly,  as  if  entreating  us  to 
take  him  off,  and  seemed  to  be  shouting,  and  then 
he  went  down  on  his  knees  and  lifted  up  his  hands, 
as  if  imploring  mercy.  Helpless  ourselves,  we  could 
render  him  no  aid." 

"  That  must  have  been  Jack  ! "  cried  Charley  an*^ 
his  two  friends  in  the  same  breath.  "  If  we  had  not 
heard  this,  we  might  easily  have  overlooked  such  a 
spot.  We  might  have  run  past  it  at  night,  or  within 
ten  miles,  and  not  have  seen  it.  What  a  dull  and 
solitary  life  the  poor  fellow  must  have  dragged  out 
in  such  a  place." 

"  If  a  man's  mind  is  at  peace,  and  he  can  converse 
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with  his  Grod,  he  need  not  be  sad  or  solitary," 
observed  the  missionary,  calmly. 

The  young  men  then  inquired  how  far  off  he 
should  suppose  the  island  to  be. 

The  missionary  answered  that  they  had  passed  it 
about  ten  days  before ;  that  at  that  time  they  had 
been  d^i^^ng  very  fast  before  the  gale,  but  after  it 
had  abated,  much  slower.  So  eager  were  Charley 
and  his  friends  to  follow  up  their  search,  that  they 
debated  whether  or  not  they  should  continue  their 
course  to  the  west,  and  look  for  the  island  which 
had  been  described. 

Elton  was  opposed  to  this  while  they  had  so  many 
strangers  on  board.  "  No,  no,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  do 
not  let  us  be  carried  away  by  our  zeal  in  the  cause 
of  our  lost  countryman ;  we  have  another  duty  to 
perform.  We  were  but  lately  wishing  that  we  could 
send  a  missionary  to  the  ignorant  inhabitants  of  the 
island  we  have  lately  left.  Here  is  one  presented  to 
us — a  man  in  every  way  fitted  for  the  work.  Let 
us  put  the  matter  before  him." 

They  did  so.  Directly  the  missionary  had  heard 
the  account  they  gave  of  the  wild  islanders,  he,  with- 
out hesitation,  expressed  his  readiness  to  go  among 
them,  and  said  he  was  sure  that  all  his  companions 
would  be  ready  to  join  him  in  the  work.  He  was 
not  mistaken  in  the  zeal  of  his  friends.  "When 
2  B 
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souls  are  to  be  saved,  aud  the  glorious  tidings  of 
salvation  to  sinners  to  be  conveyed,  we  are  ready  to 
go,"  they  answered. 

The  schooner  was  therefore  at  once  put  about,  and 
a  course  at  once  steered  for  the  island.  They  were 
all  curious  to  see  how  the  wild  natives  would  take 
their  speedy  return,  and  whether  the  missionary 
would  be  able  to  communicate  with  them,  though  he 
seemed  to  have  no  doubt  on  the  subject.  The  next 
day  the  schooner  dropped  her  anchor  in  the  sheltered 
bay  she  had  lately  left.  The  natives  were  seen 
assembling  from  all  quarters,  and  soon  a  large  number 
collected  on  the  beach. 

Charley  and  Elton,  Mark,  the  missionary, — for  so 
he  was  called — and  two  other  natives,  went  in  the 
boat.  Instead  of  pulling  at  once  for  the  beach,  the 
missionary  begged  to  be  landed  at  a  point  where 
some  trees  grew.  From  these  he  cut  down  some 
branches  and  distributed  them  among  the  party, 
when  the  boat  was  steered  in  for  the  place  where  the 
natives  were  collected.  The  branches  were  waved 
as  the  boat  approached  the  beach,  when  the  natives 
were  seen  cutting  down  branches  and  waving  them 
in  return.  "It's  all  right,"  exclaimed  the  mis- 
sionary, in  a  cheerful  voice ;  we  shall  be  friends." 

He  then  shouted  to  the  natives,  who  replied  in  the 
same  language;  and  without  landing,  as  the  stem 
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touched  the  sand,  he  began  an  address,  which  ap- 
peared from  his  tones  to  be  full  of  eloquence.  They 
listened  to  it  with  profound  attention,  and  then 
several  of  them  stretched  out  their  hands,  and  gave 
indubitable  signs  that  they  were  eager  to  welcome 
him  on  shore.  He  and  his  companions  accordingly 
landed,  and  were  surrounded  by  the  natives,  who  ap- 
peared as  eager  to  listen  as  before.  Captain  Blount 
determined,  however,  to  remain  till  the  following 
day,  as  he  had  heard  that  these  island  savages  were 
seldom  to  be  trusted,  and  that,  though  they  might 
appear  friendly  at  one  time,  the  next  instant  they 
might  turn  round  and  destroy  those  who  had  trusted 
them. 

The  night  was  an  anxious  one  to  Charley  and  his 
friends,  as  well  as  to  the  natives  on  board ;  but  the 
next  morning,  when  they  went  on  shore,  IVIark  gave 
so  good  a  report  of  the  islanders,  that  the  whole  of 
the  strangers  agreed  to  land  and  remain.  Mark, 
however,  recommended  one  young  man,  who  under- 
stood English,  though  he  could  not  speak  it,  to  con- 
tinue on  board  the  Good  Hope,  that  he  might  tell 
the  natives  of  any  islands  they  might  visit  who  the 
strangers  were,  and  also  to  assist  in  discovering  the 
small  coral  island  where  the  solitary  white  man  had 
been  seen.    Captain  Blount  gladly  accepted  the  offer 

"Tell  mv  friends,"   said    Mark,   "that   we  have 
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begun  the  work,  "but  some  years  may  pass  away 
before  all  the  inhabitants  of  even  this  small  island 
understand  the  Glad  Tidings,  which  they  at  present 
appear  to  receive  so  readily.  When  the  work  is  ac- 
complished, then  I  may  return  home." 

Charley  found  that  Mark,  who  was  thus  ready  to 
devote  himself  to  the  work  of  tlie  Gospel,  was  the 
son  of  a  powerful  chief  or  prince,  and  that  he  had 
thus  literally  given  up  much  and  all  for  its  sake. 

Both  officers  and  men  of  the  Good  Hope  had 
enough  to  do  in  keeping  a  proper  look-out  ahead  for 
the  numerous  dangers  in  their  course.  Those  who 
have  only  sailed  in  seas  navigated  for  centuries  with 
excellent  charts  of  every  rock,  shoal,  and  current,  are 
scarcely  aware  of  the  anxiety  those  experience  who 
have  to  sail  across  an  unknown  ocean  where  number- 
less smaU  islands  exist,  and  reefs,  some  under  the 
water  and  some  just  above  it,  on  which  the  incautious 
voyager  may  run  his  ship  and  lose  her,  with  little  or 
no  warning.  At  night,  except  when  there  was  a 
moon,  the  schooner  was  hove-to,  lest  she  should  run 
on  a  reef,  or  past  Jack's  supposed  island.  The 
native,  who  said  that  his  name  was  Peter,  was  as 
eager  as  any  one,  and  was  constantly  aloft  looking 
out  for  it. 

Such  an  island  as  it  was  described  might  very 
easily  be  passed  by  without  being  observed.  Charley, 
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Elton,  Owen,  or  Peter  were  therefore  always  on  the 
look-out,  for  they  would  not  trust  one  of  the  crew. 
Their  difficulty  was  increased  by  a  foul  wind  which 
sprung  up  from  the  westward,  and  compelled  them 
to  tack  across  their  course.  This  greatly  increased 
the  distance  they  had  to  go  over,  and  completely 
baffled  Peter's  calculations. 

One  night,  having  stood  farther  than  before  to  the 
northward,  a  bright  light  was  seen  in  the  distance, 
which  was  pronounced  by  all  on  board  to  be  a  ship 
on  fire.  Sad  must  be  the  fate  of  aU  on  board  if  no 
assistance  arrived !  Making  all  sail,  they  stood  to- 
wards the  spot.  The  red  glare  increased,  the  reflec- 
tion extending  over  the  whole  sky.  While  they 
looked,  expecting  every  instant  to  see  the  supposed 
ship  blow  up  or  the  light  suddenly  cease  by  her 
sinking,  Charley  exclaimed  that  it  was  a  burning 
mountain.  His  companions  doubted  the  fact.  Still 
they  thought  that  it  was  a  burning  ship ;  the  light 
was  decreasing — again  it  blazed  up.  The  sky  over 
head  appeared  peculiarly  dark.  "Hillo!  what  is 
this  coming  down  on  us  ?  "  exclaimed  Owen. 

They  felt  the  tops  of  their  caps — ^they  and  the 
deck  were  gritty.  It  was  a  shower  of  ashes;  the 
mystery  was  explained;  the  light  was  that  of  a 
burning  mountain.  As  there  was  no  object  to  be 
gained  in  going  nearer  to  it,  and  Pet^r  gave  them  to 
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understand  that  lie  had  not  seen  it  when  on  board 
the. canoe,  they  tacked  and  stood  to  the  southward. 
More  than  once  Charley  thought  of  the  remark  people 
had  made  to  him,  that  his  expedition  was  like  look- 
ing for  a  needle  in  a  bundle  of  hay.  "Never 
mind,"  he  repeated ;  "  if  the  needle  is  in  the  bundle, 
by  diligent  searching  it  may  be  found.  A  solitary 
white  man  has  been  seen  on  an  island,  we  must  first 
find  out  who  he  is." 

The  wind  baffled  them  frequently,  but  still  they 
perseveringly  plied  to  windward,  though  next  night 
they  were  again  in  sight  of  the  burning  mountain, 
which  was  to  the  north-east  of  the  schooner,  showing 
that  they  had  made  but  little  way  to  the  west.  Once 
more  the  wind  turned  in  their  favour,  and  they  re- 
rejoiced  that  they  were  able  to  make  better  way  than 
they  had  done  for  a  long  time.  It  was  getting  dusk, 
but  at  sunset  no  land  had  been  seen  ahead,  and, 
eager  to  get  on,  they  continued  their  course  without 
shortening  sail.  Suddenly,  Owen,  who  was  forward 
on  the  look-out,  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
"  Breakers  ahead !  Starboard !  Down  with  the 
helm!  Haul  aft  the  sheets!  For  your  lives  be 
smart  about  it ! "  All  hands  flew  to  the  sheets.  The 
little  vessel  came  up  to  the  wind,  and  turned  aside 
from  the  danger  with  a  rapidity  no  larger  one  could 
have    accomplished ;  but,   even   as  it   was,  as   she 
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went  about  the  white  spray  was  seen  dancing  up 
in  the  darkness  close  under  her  counter,  while 
beyond  was  a  mass  of  foaming  breakers,  among  which 
had  they  been  thrown,  in  vain  would  they  have 
struggled  for  their  lives,  their  career  would  quickly 
have  been  over. 

Owen  confessed  afterwards  that  he  was  very 
wear}^,  that  he  was  fully  under  the  impression  that 
he  was  keeping  a  very  bright  look-out,  and  that  cer- 
tainly his  eyes  were  wide  open,  but  that  it  was  on 
a  sudden  he  became  aware,  from  hearing  some  un- 
usual sound,  that  breakers  were  dancing  up  directly 
ahead  of  the  schooner.  In  another  minute  her  doom 
would  have  been  sealed. 

Thankful  for  their  merciful  preservation,  they 
agreed  that  at  night  two  people  should  be  on  the 
look-out,  and  that  they  should  be  relieved  every  hour. 
The  appearance  of  the  reef  made  it  probable  that 
they  were  in  the  neighbourhood  of  other  reefs  and 
low  coral  islands,  and  they  anxiously  waited  for 
daylight  in  anticipation  of  discovering  the  particular 
island  of  which  they  were  in  search.  Standing  to 
the  south  they  cleared  the  reef,  and  once  more, 
having  shortened  sail,  they  stood  on  theu  course. 

The  sun  was  just  rising,  a  vast  glebe  of  fire,  out 
of  the  purple  ocean,  when  Elton,  who  had  gone 
aloft,  shouted,  "  Land  !  land !    A  low  island,  witli 
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palm-trees  on  it ! "  One  after  another,  everybody  on 
board  went  aloft  to  look  at  the  long-wished  for 
island.  Peter  came  nodding  his  head,  with  a  pleased 
smile,  exclaiming,  "  Dat  is  land  !  dat  is  land  ! "  for 
he  had  already  learned  some  words  of  English. 

The  island,  as  the  schooner  drew  near  it,  appeared 
to  be  of  an  oval  form,  under  a  mile  in  length  and 
half  that  in  width,  with  a  large  lagoon  in  the  centre, 
having  one  entrance  from  the  southern  end  and  an 
outer  reef,  on  which  the  surf  broke,  curling  upwards 
like  a  wall  of  snow,  and  then  falling  back  in  wreaths 
of  foam ;  the  outer  reef  thus  saving  the  islet  from 
being  overwhelmed  during  every  gale  of  wind  which 
raged.  Inside  the  reef,  the  water  was  calm  as  a 
mirror  and  of  the  deepest  blue ;  then  came  a  line  of 
glittering  white  sand,  and  then  a  circle  of  green  of 
the  brightest  emerald,  surrounding  a  basin  of  water 
even  of  a  deeper  blue  than  that  on  the  outside. 

Carefully  the  schooner  approached ;  frequently 
she  hove-to  and  sounded,  but  no  bottom  was  to  bo 
found,  and  consequently  there  was  little  hope  of  her 
being  able  to  anchor.  She  stood  closer  and  closer 
in ;  with  their  glasses  the  adventurers  examined  the 
island  in  every  part,  but  no  ^one  was  seen  moving. 
Still  Peter  insisted  that  it  was  the  island  on  wliich 
the  white  man  had  been  seem ;  indeed,  he  pointed 
out  what  certainly  appeared  to  be  a  hut  under  the 
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trees.  The  only  way  to  ascertain  whether  the  man 
was  still  there  was  to  land,  and  that  was  a  work  of 
some  difficulty.  The  boat,  fitted  with  empty  casks 
and  pieces  of  cork  round  her  sides  to  serve  as  a  life- 
boat, was  lowered;  the  captain  steered,  Elton  and 
three  other  men  rowed.  A  narrow  space  of  clear 
water  presented  itself  through  the  surf :  "  Give  way ! 
give  way  I  "  cried  Charley,  and  they  dashed  on,  the 
water  foaming  and  leaping  up  on  either  side,  and 
they  were  safe  within  the  outer  reef. 

The  safest  landing  was  within  the  lagoon.  As 
they  pulled  up  to  it  and  looked  over  the  sides  of 
the  boat,  so  pure  and  transparent  was  the  water  that 
they  could  see  down  to  the  very  bottom,  and  beautiful 
indeed  was  the  sight  they  beheld.  Masses  of  varied 
coloured  coral,  sea-plants  of  every  conceivable  tint 
and  of  the  brightest  shells — some  with  their  living 
inhabitants,  others  deserted — of  the  most  lovely 
forms,  while  fish  of  curious  shapes  and  beautiful 
colours  glided  noiselessly  in  and  out  amid  the  rocks 
and  groves  of  this  submarine  fairy  land. 

Charley,  however,  was  thinking  of  Jack,  and  was 
eager  to  land  to  ascertain  whether  he  was  really  an 
inhabitant  of  the  islet,  or  whether  they  had  yet 
further  to  continue  their  search.  The  whole  party 
was  soon  on  shore,  and  hurrying  up  towards  the  spot 
where  they  expected  to  find  the  hut 
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"  Jack  Askew !  Jack  Askew !  are  you  there  ?  " 
cried  Charley,  thinking  that  this  was  the  best  way  to 
bring  out  the  inhabitant  of  the  hut  should  there  be 
one,  but  there  was  no  reply.  "  Alas  ! "  he  said  to 
himself,  "  I  am  afraid  that  we  have  come  too  late  to 
save  him.  Dear  Margery,  how  bitter  wUl  be  her 
disappointment ;  how  it  will  grieve  the  hearts  of  the 
good  old  captain  and  Mrs.  Askew  to  hear  it ! " 

And  Charley  walked  on  in  silence  towards  the 
h'lt,  which  just  then  appeared  between  the  cocoa- 
nut  trees. 
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JACK  ASKEW  POUITD — ms   ADVESTUBES. 

|]  AS  the  hut  deserted,  or  was  the  person  whom 
Peter  had  seen  waving  his  hands  as  the 
canoe  drove  past  still  its  occupant  ?  The 
hut  was  rudely  built,  partly  of  pieces  of  coral  but 
chiefly  of  drift-wood,  and  thatched  with  the  broad 
leaves  of  the  pandanus,  a  species  of  palm  growing  on 
the  island.  Charley  entered  : — yes,  it  was  inhabited. 
On  a  rough  bed  of  dried  leaves  lay  a  young  man ; 
his  cheeks  were  pale  and  hollow,  his  eyes  sunken, 
but  he  breathed-  "  Water,  water,"  he  muttered ;  "  oh 
mercy,  water ! " 

Happily,  Charley  had  brought  a  flask  with  some 
weak  brandy-and- water ;  he  poured  a  few  drops 
do^Ti  the  sufferer's  throat,  while  the  men  dispersed 
to  try  to  find  %vater  on  the  island.  Charley  repeated 
his  remedy,  and  by  the  time  the  water  was  found 
the  sufferer  was  able    to  sit  up  long  enouijh  to  take 
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a  refreshing  drauglit  of  it.  He  looked  around  him 
with  a  svirprised  and  bewildered  air.  "  Who  are  you 
all  ?  "  he  asked  at  length,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Where 
do  you  come  from  ?  I  thought  that  I  was  left  alone 
to  die." 

"  Friends  and  countrymen  ;  but  don't  speak,"  an- 
swered Charley,  for  though  he  was  burning  to  learn 
if  the  sufferer  was  Jack  Askew,  he  saw  that  he  was 
in  so  weak  a  state  from  famine  and  sickness  that 
any  agitation  might  prove  fatal.  Suppressing  there- 
fore his  curiosity,  his  great  wish  was  to  get  him  on 
board  the  Good  Hope,  where  such  food  as  was  best 
fitted  for  his  weak  state  could  be  procured.  Still 
it  seemed  very  important  to  give  him  some  hot  food 
before  an  attempt  was  made  to  remove  him. 

"  I  will  manage  it,"  exclaimed  Elton,  producing  a 
calabash.  "  Let  us  get  a  fire  lighted  first,  and  see  if 
any  shell-fish  or  crabs,  or  perhaps  even  a  young 
turtle  may  be  found ;  I  will  make  some  soup,  and 
though  it  may  be  blackish,  it  will  not  be  the  less 
wholesome." 

As  soon  as  the  fire  was  lighted,  while  the  men 
went  to  search  for  the  fish,  Elton  collected  a  num- 
ber of  clean  rounded  stones  from  the  beach  and 
placed  them  in  the  midst  of  it.  He  then  half-filled 
the  calabash  with  water,  into  which,  by  means  of  a 
cleft  stick  which  served  the  purpose  of  tongs,  he 
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put  the  red  hot  stones,  and  qnickly  made  the  water 
boil.  By  the  time  this  was  done  the  men  returned 
with  a  very  respectable  sized  turtle,  which  they  had 
caught  in  a  pool,  into  which  he  had  been  unwit- 
tingly washed.  Some  strips  were  immediately  cut 
off  him  and  put  into  the  boiling  pot.  As  soon  as 
their  goodness  was  supposed  to  be  extracted,  they 
and  the  stones  were  taken  out  with  the  cleft  stick, 
and  hotter  stones  and  fresh  strips  put  in.  In  a 
very  short  time  a  thick  and  nutritious  soup  was 
formed,  which,  though  it  would  have  been  improved 
with  salt,  pepper,  lemon,  and  a  few  other  condi- 
ments, was  well  calculated  to  restore  the  vital  ener- 
gies, aided  with  small  doses  of  brandy-and-water. 
Such,  at  all  events,  were  the  only  means  that 
Charley  and  Elton  could  think  of  for  giving  the 
sufferer  the  strength  he  required.  Whether  or  not 
the  turtle  soup  would  have  served  the  purpose  with- 
out the  spirit,  or  the  spirit  without  the  soup,  it 
may  be  difficult  to  determine ;  at  all  events,  the  two 
combined  had  a  most  beneficial  effect. 

In  the  course  of  two  or  three  hours  he  was  able 
to  sit  up  of  his  own  accord,  and  then,  gazing  ear- 
nestly at  those  surrounding  him,  he  asked,  "  "What 
made  you  come  to  look  for  me  ?  I  have  watched 
several  ships  pass,  but  no  one  saw  me ;  no  one 
thought  that  on  this  little  island  there  was  a  human 
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being  longing  to  be  at  home  with  his  friends,  who 
must  have  long  thought  him  dead,  perhaps  forgotten 
him  altogether." 

Charley  saw  that  now  was  the  time  to  speak,  and 
that  if  the  stranger  should  prove  to  be  Jack  Askew, 
the  news  he  brought  would  do  him  good.  "But, 
my  friend,  do  you  think  that  a  fond  mother  so  easily 
forgets  her  sailor  son  ? — do  you  think  a  young  loving 
sister  forgets  her  brother  ? — do  you  suppose  that  an 
old  sailor  father  does  not  know  that  a  person  may 
be  cast  on  shore  on  a  desert  island  in  these 
little-known  seas,  and  remain  for  years  undis- 
covered ? " 

"  Why  do  you  ask  those  questions  ? "  asked  the 
lad,  leaning  forward  with  earnest  eyes,  and  eagerly 
seizing  Charley's  arm — "  How  do  you  know  that  I 
have  a  sailor  father,  a  fond  mother,  and  a  young 
sister  ? " 

"  If  you  are  Jack  Askew  I  know  it  very  well, 
for  your  parents  and  dear  little  sister  Margery  have 
never  ceased  to  think  of  you,"  answered  Charley. 

"  I  am !  I  am ! "  exclaimed  the  lad,  throwing  his 
arms  round  Charley's  neck.  "  You  tell  me  that  they 
are  alive  still,  father  and  mother,  and  Margery — dear, 
dear  Margery  !  And  are  they  well  ? — do  they  ever 
expect  to  see  me  ? — can  they  believe  that  I  am 
alive  ?     All  you  tell  me  nearly  turns  my  head  with 
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joy,  but  it  won't  kill  me ;  I  must  live  to  go  back  to 
them.'* 

Charley  assured  Jack  that  all  -were  "vvell,  and  that 
the  only  drawback  to  their  happiness  was  his  absence. 

"  And  Margery !  dear,  dear  little  Margery ;  you 
must  tell  me  all  about  her,"  exclaimed  Jack,  after  a 
lengthened  pause.  "  Is  she  grown  ? — is  she  as  fair 
and  bright  and  beautiful  as  she  was  ?  You  don't 
know  how  I  loved  that  little  girL  I  have  often 
dreamed  of  her  as  an  angel  coming  to  look  for  me 
and  take  me  home ;  and  I  have  thought  that  she  was 
fl}-ing  away  with  me,  holding  my  hand,  over  the  sea 
and  over  the  land  ;  and  oh,  how  bitter  w^as  the  dis- 
appointment when  I  awoke  and  found  that  I  waa 
alone." 

"  You  see,  Jack,  that  she  was  constantly  praying 
for  you,  and  going  in  spirit  to  look  for  you,  and  her 
prayers  were  heard  in  heaven,  as  I  am  sure  that  sin- 
cere prayers,  rightly  prayed,  are  heard,"  observed 
Charley.  "  But  you  must  not  talk  any  more  just 
now ;  have  a  little  more  soup,  and  go  to  sleep,  if 
you  can,  for  a  short  time,  and  then  we  will  go  on 
board." 

"  Thank  you ;  you  are  very  kind  indeed,  quite 
like  a  brother ;  and  I  want  to  know  more  about  you 
— who  you  are,  and  why  you  came  to  look  for  me  ?  " 
said  Jack. 
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"  Time  enough  for  that  when  we  get  on  board," 
answered  Charley ;  "  we  have  a  somewhat  long  voyage 
before  us,  and  it  will  be  well  to  keep  something  i 
store  to  talk  about." 

Jack  made  no  reply,  he  was  indeed  too  weary  to 
sp^.ak.  Charley  even  now,  as  he  watched  over  him, 
felt  far  from  sure  that  he  would  ultimately  recover, 
he  was  so  thin  and  wan,  and  when  he  slept  he  looked 
more  like  a  dead  person  than  one  alive. 

Two  or  three  anxiours  hours  passed  away,  and 
(;very  moment,  as  Charley  watched  the  poor  lad,  he 
dreaded  to  see  him  heave  his  last  sigh  ;  but  the  food 
he  had  swallowed  began  to  take  effect  permanently 
on  his  system — a  slight  colour  spread  slowly  ovei 
his  cheeks,  his  breathing  became  more  regular,  and 
when  he  awoke  there  was  a  brightness  in  his  eye 
and  a  cheerfulness  in  his  voice  which  Charley  had 
not  before  observed.  He  wished  that  they  could 
remain  some  days  longer  on  the  island,  that  Jack 
might  regain  more  strength  before  going  on  board 
but  the  weather  was  uncertain,  and  a  gale  might 
spring  up  and  drive  the  schooner  off,  or  perhaps 
wreck  her ;  and,  besides  this.  Jack  entreated  that  lie 
might  be  taken  on  board,  and  that  no  time  might 
be  lost  in  commencing  their  homeward  voyage. 

Hugh  Owen  was  feeling  somewhat  anxious  at  the 
long  dp'iay  of  the  boat,  and  was  standing  close  in 
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sliore  with  the  schooner  to  look  for  her,  when  she 
emerged  from  the  passage  through  the  reefs.  His 
delight  at  seeing  Jack  was  very  great,  and  he 
declared  that  he  could  scarcely  believe  his  senses 
when  he  found  that  what  they  had  been  so  long  talk- 
ing about  had  really  come  true.  By  standing  to  the 
south  they  should  be  able  to  touch  at  one  of  the 
Harv^ey  or  Society  Island  groups,  where  they  were 
certain  of  a  hospitable  reception,  and  of  obtaining 
such  provisions  as  they  might  require. 

To  refit  the  schooner  properly,  and  to  obtain 
stores  for  their  long  voyage  home,  it  would  be  neces- 
sary to  touch  at  Valparaiso,  or  some  other  port  on 
the  coast  of  Chili,  It  was  a  satisfaction  to  feel  that 
wherever  they  touched  among  the  groups  of  islands 
which  have  been  mentioned,  they  would  find  civilized 
men  and  Christians  ready  to  welcome  them  as  friends, 
instead  of  as  formerly  savages,  who  would  have  taken 
every  opportunity  of  murdering  them  and  plunder- 
ing their  vessel.  Still,  as  the  noble-hearted  Elton 
observed,  as  they  looked  over  the  chart  of  the  Pacific 
and  noted  the  numberless  islands  which  dotted  it 
in  often  thick-clustering  groups,  there  must  still 
exist  a  great  deal  of  work  to  be  done,  and  that  he 
trusted  to  be  able  to  engage  in  doing  it. 

Some  days  passed  before  Jack  was  able  to  speak 
much,  and  even  then  not  beyond  a  whisper,  or  to 

2  c 
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listen  to  the  account  Charley  had  to  give  him  of  his 
expedition,  and  the  way  it  had  been  brought  about. 
Then,  of  course,  he  also  wanted  to  hear  of  the  doings 
at  Stormount  Tower,  and  how  Margery  had  been 
carried  off  by  the  smugglers,  and  how  Charley  and 
Tom  had  recovered  her,  "  Tom,  dear  old  Tom,  how 
I  shall  like  to  wring  his  horny  fist  again ;  it's  as 
honest  a  palm  as  any  in  England  !  "  cried  Jack. 
"  And  you,  Charley,  what  a  fine  fellow  you  are ;  I 
don't  like  to  talk  of  giving  Margery  to  any  one,  but 
I  would  rather  give  her  to  you,  when  the  time 
comes,  than  to  anybody  else  in  the  world ;  and  I 
suspect  that  she  wouldn't  say  nay  if  she  was 
asked." 

Charley  said  that  he  hoped  so,  and  turned  the 
conversation. 

And  now  Jack  was  asked  to  nalTate  his  own  ad- 
ventures, for  hitherto  the  subject  had  been  avoided, 
and  he  seemed  in  no  way  inclined  to  allude  to  it. 

"  It  has  been  a  terrible  time  indeed,  as  you  may 
guess,"  he  observed ;  "  but  now  that  it  is  over,  I 
ought  to  think  of  it  with  gi'atitude  to  the  good  God 
who  has  preserved  me  safe  through  all  my  dangers. 
You  know  how  I  sailed  in  the  Truclove  with  Cap- 
tam  Summers,  and  how,  after  touching  at  Callao, 
we  steered  westward,  to  visit  various  islands  on  our 
Way  to  Japan.     We  were  in  high  spirits,  for  we 


JACK  RELATES  HIS  ADVENTURES.    387 

thought  nothing  of  the  dangers  of  the  voyage,  and 
only  of  seeing  so  many  beautiful  and  strange  islands 
and  their  inhabitants.  A  good  look-out  was  always 
supposed  to  be  kept  a-head,  and  we  were  running 
one  night,  in  the  first  wat^h,  believing  that  the  whole 
of  our  voyage  would  be  as  prosperous  as  the  com- 
mencement, when  the  cry  arose,  '  Breakers  ahead  ! 
Breakers  on  the  starboard  bow ! '  followed  by 
'  Breakers  on  the  port  bow  ! '  The  helm  was  put 
down,  the  sheets  hauled  flat,  but  before  the  ship 
could  by  any  possibility  come  about,  she  struck — 
then  forged  ahead,  to  strike  again  more  heavily. 

"Directly  every  one  on  board  knew  that  there  was 
not  the  slightest  hope  of  saving  the  ship,  scarcely  of 
escaping  with  our  live*.  We  had  a  long  night 
before  us,  and  the  wind  was  increasing.  The  order 
was  given  to  lower  the  boats,  but  two  were  swamped 
and  the  hands  in  them  carried  away.  We  heard 
their  shrieks,  but  could  not  help  them ;  besides,  we 
knew  that  their  fate  would  soon  probably  l3e  ours. 
Then  the  sea  began  to  beat  over  the  ship,  and  soon 
made  a  clean  breach  across  the  waist,  washing  away 
the  captain  and  the  first  mate  and  several  more  of 
the  men.  Just  then  a  bright  light  burst  forth  to 
the  north-east ;  two  or  three  of  the  men  who  were 
clinging  to  the  tafifraU  with  me  thought  that  it  was 
a  ship  on  fire,  but  after  watching  it  for  some  minutes 
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we  became  convinced  that  it  was  a  burning  nioiui- 
tain.  We  argued  that  if  there  was  a  mountain  there 
was  land ;  and  I  had  heard  that  such  lands  were 
generally  the  most  fertile,  and  so  we  hoped  that  if 
we  could  reach  it  we  should  find  support. 

"  There  was  a  light  burning  in  the  cabin,  and  the 
captain's  supper  was  on  the  table;  I  managed  to 
reach  the  companion-hatch,  and  slipped  down  below. 
I  quickly  snatched  up  whatever  provisions  I  could 
find — a  compass,  a  quadrant,  and  navigation  book, 
and  returned  with  them  on  deck.  A  small  boat 
hung  astern ;  two  of  the  men,  David  King  and  an- 
other, agreed  to  lower  her,  for  the  water  astern  ap- 
peared occasionally  to  be  comparatively  smooth,  and 
we  fancied  that  she  might  swim  where  a  larger 
boat  might  be  swamped ;  at  all  events,  we  believed 
that  the  ship  was  about  to  break  up,  and  that  this 
would  be  the  only  chance  of  saving  our  lives.  There 
was  no  time  to  be  lost ;  we  put  everything  necessary 
we  could  find  into  the  boat,  and,  jumping  in,  lowered 
her  down.  As  she  touched  the  water,  the  other 
man,  crying  out  that  we  should  be  swamped, 
swarmed  up  the  falls,  and  in  an  instant  King  and  I 
were  carried  far  away  from  the  ship.  I  thought  his 
words  would  come  true,  but  we  were  driven  on  right 
through  the  surf,  and  once  more  floated  in  smooth 
water. 
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"  AVhat  would  happen  next  we  could  not  tell,  so  we 
lay  on  our  oars,  waiting  tUl  daylight.  It  was  very 
long  of  coming;  we  thought  that  it  never  would 
come — at  least  that  we  should  never  see  it.  When 
it  broke,  we  could  no  longer  see  the  burning  moun- 
tain, nor  any  land  in  that  direction ;  nor  could  we 
have  reached  it  had  we  seen  it,  for  the  wind  was 
blowing  strong  from  the  quarter  in  which  the  light 
had  appeared.  StUl  more  anxiously  we  looked  for 
the  ship ;  not  a  portion  of  her  remained  entire,  but 
the  numerous  pieces  of  wreck  which  floated  about 
near  us,  told  us  plainly  what  had  become  of  her  and 
our  shipmates.  We  looked  about,  hoping  that  some 
of  them  might  be  floating  on  bits  of  the  wreck,  but 
no  living  being  was  to  be  seen.  In  the  distance  we 
observed  the  bodies  of  two  poor  fellows ;  we  pulled 
up  to  them,  knowing  from  the  first  that  they  were 
dead ;  they  were  those  of  two  men  who  had  been 
holding  on  to  the  ship  when  we  left  her. 

"  It  would  not  do  to  remain  where  we  were,  and  as 
we  could  not  sail  in  the  direction  we  proposed,  we 
agreed  to  run  before  the  wind  tUl  we  could  fall  in 
with  some  island  on  which  we  could  land.  For  four 
anxious  days  we  ran  on,  tUl  some  palm-trees  appeared 
ahead  rising  out  of  the  water,  and  we  knew  that  we 
we  approaching  a  coral  island.  The  wind  had  happily 
fallen,  but  the  surf  ahead  showed  us  our  danger  in 
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time,  and  putting  down  our  helm  we  stood  to  the 
southward  till  we  came  to  the  end  of  the  island ; 
keeping  away  again  we  found  a  passage  through  the 
reef,  by  which  we  safely  entered  the  lagoon. 

"Here,  for  the  present,  we  were  safe  from  the 
dangers  of  the  sea ;  the  island  was  uninhabited,  and 
we  found  a  spring  of  water,  but  provisions  were  not 
likely  to  be  plentiful.  There  were  cocoa-nuts  for 
one  part  of  the  year,  and  turtle  and  their  eggs  occa- 
sionally, and  roots  and  shell-ffsh ;  and  after  a  time 
it  occurred  to  King  that  we  might  be  able  to  catch 
some  fish.  Having  walked  round  and  round  the 
island,  or  rather,  almost  round  and  back  again,  and 
considered  how  we  should  procure  food,  our  next  care 
was  to  buHd  a  hut  to  shelter  ourselves  from  the  sun 
by  day,  and  the  dews  by  night. 

"  And  now  commenced  a  solitary  life,  the  end  of 
which  we  could  not  see.  Years  might  go  by  before 
a  vessel  might  pass  that  way,  and  if  one  should 
pass,  what  little  chance  was  there  of  our  being  seen ! 
Still,  I  do  not  think  a  day  went  by  without  our 
talking  on  the  subject,  and  looking  out  for  a  sail. 
King,  poor  fellow,  was  not  much  of  a  companion,  as 
we  had  few  ideas  in  common ;  but  we  never  grew 
tired  of  talking  of  the  probability  of  our  getting 
away.  He  had  a  wife  and  family  in  England  whom 
he  longed  to  see,  as  much  as  I  did  my  friends.     How 
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many  mouths  or  years  went  by  while  he  was  with 
ue  I  could  not  tell,  for  our  life  was  a  very  mono- 
tonous one. 

*'  We  had  kept  our  boat  in  as  good  repair  as  pos- 
sible, not  with  the  hope  of  making  our  escape  in  her, 
for  she  was  too  small  for  that,  but  for  the  purpose 
of  putting  off  to  get  on  board  any  ship  which  might 
appear.  We  were,  therefore,  chary  of  using  her,  but 
occasionally  we  went  out  fishing  in  her,  when  the 
supply  we  could  get  in  the  lagoon  or  from  the  shore 
ran  short.  One  day  I  was  ill,  and  King  said  that  he 
would  go  out  by  himself.  I  warned  him  not  to  go, 
for  from  the  appearance  of  the  sky  I  thought  bad 
weather  was  coming  on.  He  laughed  at  my  fears, 
said  that  he  would  bring  me  back  a  good  dinner, 
and  rowed  roimd  to  the  eastward  of  the  island. 

"  He  had  not  been  gone  long  before  my  prognos- 
tications were  verified ;  the  wind  began  to  rise.  I 
went  to  the  beach  and  beckoned  him  to  return,  but 
he  was  busy  hauling  up  fish  and  did  not  see  me,  or 
observe  the  altered  state  of  the  weather ;  I  shouted, 
but  my  voice  did  not  reach  him.  He  had  already 
drifted  out  farther  than  usual ;  suddenly  the  move- 
ment of  the  boat  as  she  got  into  rough  water  made 
him  look  up.  By  some  carelessness  one  of  his  oars 
slipped  overboard,  and  before  he  could  recover  it  the 
squaU  had  caught  the  boat,  and  whirling  her  roimd 
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had  sent  her  far  from  it.  I  saw  his  frantic  gestures 
k^is  lie  endeavoured  to  scull  the  boat  back  toward  the 
•  vSland.  Now  he  tried  to  paddle  her  with  his  remain- 
ing oar  as  an  Indian  does  a  canoe,  but  in  vain.  Every 
instant  the  gale  was  increasing  and  driving  her  farther 
and  farther  away. 

"  I  watched  her  with  a  sinking  heart  growing  less 
and  less  to  my  sight,  till  she  was  lost  among  the 
foaming  seas  in  the  distance.  I  then  for  the  first 
time  felt  with  full  force  my  lonely  position ;  I  wrung 
my  hands  like  a  child ;  I  burst  into  tears ;  I  be- 
moaned my  hard  fate,  and  thought  that  I  was  for- 
saken of  God  and  man.  Not  only  was  my  companion 
taken  from  me,  but  the  only  means  that  I  saw  by 
which  I  could  effect  my  escape.  He  might  possibly 
reach  some  other  shore ;  I  should  never  leave  that 
on  which  I  was  drawing  out  my  weary  existence.  I 
see  now,  from  what  you  tell  me,  how  short-sighted 
I  was ;  that  our  kind  Father  in  heaven  chooses  His 
own  way  in  carrying  out  plans  for  our  benefit,  and 
that  what  I  thought  was  my  ruin  would  ultimately 
prove  the  means  of  my  rescue. 

"  For  several  days  after  King  had  gone  I  could 
neither  eat  nor  sleep,  or  if  I  slept  I  dreamed  that  I 
saw  him  floating  away,  and  tried  to  follow  and  could 
not.  By  degrees  I  recovered  a  portion  of  my  tran- 
ciuillity.     Still  I  watched  r>ore  eagerly  for  any  pass- 
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iug  ship.  It  might  have  been  nearly  a  year  after- 
wards, one  morning  as  I  arose  a  sail  hove  in  sight. 
jNIy  heart  leaped  within  me :  I  thought  in  my  folly 
that  those  on  board  were  coming  to  look  for  me. 
Oh  how  eagerly  I  watched  her  as  her  masts  rose  out 
of  the  water  !  On  she  came ;  I  could  see  that  she 
was  a  ship,  a  large  ship,  a  man-of-war  by  her  square 
yards.  She  must  have  sighted  the  island,  and  I 
thought  that  she  would  approach  to  survey  it  more 
carefully,  when  suddenly — perhaps  some  reef  un- 
known to  me  intervened — she  turned  aside,  and  after 
hovering  in  the  distance  to  tantalize  me  the  more, 
she  slowly  stood  away  to  the  northward.  I  was 
almost  as  much  overcome  as  when  poor  King  was 
blown  off  the  island.  I  now  passed  my  days  in  a 
dull  state  of  apathy ;  I  had  no  books,  no  writing 
materials.  Had  I,  as  I  might  when  I  visited  the 
cabin,  brought  away  a  Bible  I  saw  on  the  captain's 
table  which  he  had  been  reading  for  the  last  time, 
what  a  blessing  and  a  comfort  it  would  have  proved 
to  me !  I  had  a  knife  and  an  axe,  and  I  often  began 
to  make  various  articles,  but  I  had  not  the  heart  to 
finish  them,  for  I  always  thought — '  Xo  one  will  see 
them,  of  what  use  will  they  be?'  So  the  days 
passed  on.  Two  other  vessels  appeared  at  long  in- 
tervals, but  passed  at  too  great  a  distance  to  see  me. 
One  of  them  was  becalmed  off  the  island  for  somi> 
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hours,  and  had  I  still  possessed  the  boat  I  could 
without  difficulty  have  pulled  off  to  her.  At  length 
I  fell  sick;  I  had  long  been  ailing,  and  it  is  my 
belief  that  had  you  not  appeared  at  the  moment 
you  did,  my  career  on  earth  would  soon  have  been 
over." 

"  God,  who  in  His  kind  mercy  had  resolved  that 
you  should  be  saved,  so  directed  our  movements 
for  your  speedy  rescue;  so  that  you  owe  us  no 
gratitude,"  observed  Elton.  "But  I  am  surprised 
at  the  description  you  give  of  your  sensations,  I  had 
thought  that  a  solitary  life  on  an  island  might  be 
made  very  pleasant  and  satisfactory." 

"  Oh,  no,  no !  "  cried  Jack,  "  do  not  believe  any 
such  thing.  We  are  not  born  to  live  alone,  of  that 
I  became  convinced.  An  older  man  might  have 
found  the  life  less  irksome,  but  when  I  took  it  into 
my  head  that  I  should  never  get  away  it  became 
perfectly  terrible.  Even  had  I  not  been  ill,  I  do 
not  think  that  I  could  have  survived  many  weeks 
longer." 

Such  was  the  outline  Jack  gave  of  his  life  on  the 
island,  but  when  once  he  had  begun  the  subject  he 
described  many  adventures  and  other  details  which 
showed  that  there  had  been  rather  more  variety  in 
his  existence  than  he  had  at  first  led  his  hearers  to 
suppose,   and   that   had   he   had  books  and  paper 
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and  pens,  he  might    prohahly  have  kept  up  his 
spirits  better  than  he  appeared  to  have  done. 

"Still,  all  is  well  that  ends  well!"  exclaimed 
jack,  after  he  had  one  day  been  talking  on  the 
subject.  "  I  now  feel  sure  that  what  I  have  gone 
through  was  for  my  ultimate  benefit,  andl  can  thank 
God  for  the  merciful  way  in  which  He  has  dealt  with 
me." 

The  Good  Hope  touched  at  several  islands,  the 
entire  population  of  which  had  become  Christians 
not  only  in  name  but  in  deed,  as  they  evinced  by 
their  lives  and  their  totally  changed  characters.  She 
got  a  thorough  refit  at  Valparaiso,  on  the  coast  of 
Chili,  to  prepare  her  for  her  voyage  round  Cape 
Horn,  and  five  months  after  Jack  got  on  board  she 
sighted  the  shores  of  Old  England.  Captain  Blount 
felt  sure  that  he  could  pilot  her  safely  into  Stor- 
mount  Bay,  but  the  wind  fell  somewhat,  and  the 
shades  of  evening  came  on  before  the  schooner  could 
beat  up  to  it.  Just  then  a  fishiog-boat  was  sighted, 
and  a  signal  was  made  to  her  that  a  pilot  was  wanted. 
She  was  soon  alongside,  and  a  stout,  middle-aged 
man  stepped  on  board. 

"Can  you  pilot  us  into  Stormoimt  Bay,  friend?" 
asked  the  captain. 

••  I  should  think  I  could,  since  I've  sailed  in  and 
out  of  it,  man  and  boy,  for  pretty  nigh  forty  yea^s," 
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answered  the  man.  "  It  makes  no  matter  night  or 
day  to  us  now  either.  You  see  that  briglit  light 
just  now,  beaming  out  from  the  top  of  the  cliff  it 
seems  ?  That's  the  light  the  lady  who  lives  in  the 
tower  burns  every  night,  that  (as  they  say)  her  lost 
son  who  went  away  to  sea  and  has  never  since  been 
heard  of,  may  see  it  when  he  comes  up  Channel, 
and  find  his  way  into  the  bay.  Poor  lad,  I'd  give 
pretty  nigh  all  I'm  worth  to  see  him  come  back,  for 
I  was  the  main  cause,  I  fear,  why  he  was  sent  away ; 
and  bless  his  honest  old  father,  he  has  never  owed 
me  a  grudge  for  it,  but  on  the  contrary,  has  done  me 
all  the  kindness  in  his  power, — he  has  taught  me  to 
be  an  honest  man," 

The  fisherman  might  have  run  on  much  longer 
had  not  Jack,  who  overheard  him,  exclaimed,  "  Nor 
do  I  owe  you  a  grudge,  Dick  Herring;  but  tell 
me,  old  friend,  how  are  my  father  and  mother,  and 
sister  Margery,  and  old  Tom,  good  old  Tom  ? " 

"  Wliy,  bless  my  heart !  Master  Jack,  is  it  you  ? 
Well,  it's  hard  to  believe  my  senses, — and  you  to 
be  alive  all  this  time ! "  exclaimed  Dick  Herring, 
seizing  Jack's  hand  and  wringing  it  nearly  off. 
"  They're  all  well,  every  one  on  'em,  and  they  will 
be  glad  to  see  you,  that  they  will." 

Dick  now  recognised  Charley,  and  right  proud 
lio  was    to    Dilot    the  Good  Hope  into   Stormoun* 
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Bay,  nor  would  be  receive  a  shilling  reward,  not 
even  a  glass  of  grog  to  drink  Jack's  health,  for  since 
he  had  given  up  smuggling  and  all  its  accompany- 
ing sins,  he  had  become  a  strict  t€mperance-league 
man. 

"  No,  Master  Jack,  I  won't  drink  your  health,  but 
I'll  pray  for  it,  and  that'll  do  us  l^oth  more  good," 
he  observed. 

Little  did  IMrs.  Askew  suppose  whose  vessel  her 
lantern  was  guiding  into  Stormount  Bay  that  night. 
The  schooner's  anchor  was  dropped  and  her  sails 
furled  before  nine  o'clock.  The  voyagers  had  pur- 
posed waiting  till  the  morning  before  going  on  shore, 
but  Jack's  impatience  would  brook  no  delay.  Charley 
went  first  and  announced  himself  to  Becky,  who  im- 
mediately exclaimed  under  her  breath,  "  Is  he 
come.  Master  Charles  ? " 

"  Never  mind,"  answered  Charley,  "  Do  you  go 
in  and  say  Charley  Blount  has  come." 

Somebody  heard  his  voice,  and  that  somebody,  for- 
getting that  he  was  not  Jack  himself,  rushed  into 
his  arms.  "  Has  Jack  come  ?  has  Jack  come  ?  Dear 
Charley,  have  you  brought  him  ? "  exclaimed 
Margery. 

"  I  can't  keep  you  in  suspense,  my  sweet  Margery ; 
he  has  come,  and  is  not  far  off,"  answered  Charley, 
and  before  he  could  say  more,  Tom,  who  had  fol- 
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lowed  Becky  to  the  door,  darted  out  into  the  dark- 
ness, and  was  soon  heard  exclaiming,  "  Come  in, 
come  in,  my  dear  boy,  joy  does  no  harm  to  no 
one  ! " 

Mrs.  Askew,  who  had  been  sitting  at  her  work 
opposite  Captain  Askew,  who  was  reading  the  news- 
paper by  a  bright  light,  hearing  an  unusual  com- 
motion, rose  from  her  seat,  as  he  also  did  from  his. 

"  What  is  it  all  about,  Margery  ? "  cried  the  cap- 
tain, stumping  to  the  door. 

"  Good  news,  father,  good  news  ! "  cried  Margery. 
"  Chailey  has  come  back  safe,  and  he  has " 

"  Has  he  brought  our  boy — has  Jack  been  found  ? ' 
asked  the  captain,  his  voice  trembling  with  eager- 
ness. 

"  Yes,  dear  father,  he  has,  he  has ! "  cried 
Margeiy. 

"  Then  let  me  have  him  liere,  and  thank  God  ! " 
cried  the  old  sailor,  stretching  out  his  arms ;  and 
Jack,  who  had  been  hauled  in  by  Tom,  overheard 
him,  and  in  another  second,  bounding  up  the  stairs, 
was  folded  in  those  arms,  with  his  mother  and 
IMargery  clinging  to  his  neck  and  weeping  tears  of 

joy- 

The  evening  was  indeed  a  happy  one,  and  not  tUl 
a  late  hou.r  did  any  of  the  inmates  of  Stormouut 
Tower  think  of  retiring  to  rest. 
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"While  Mrs.  Askew  lived,  the  light  in  the  Towei 
was  always,  as  before,  lit  at  night,  and  on  her  death 
a  lighthouse  was  built  in  its  place.  Charley  Blount, 
at  a  very  early  age,  got  command  of  a  fine  trader  to 
India  and  Australia,  and  on  the  death  of  her  parents 
^Margaret  Askew  became  his  wife,  while  Jack  was 
chief  mate  with  Captain  Blount  for  man3r  years; 
and  when  the  latter  came  to  live  on  shore.  Jack  took 
command  of  a  fine  ship  he  had  built,  called  Tin 
fSiormount  Tower. 
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